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INTRODUCTION. 


It seems customary in these days, for authors, when publishing their 
books, to give detailed descriptions of why their labours have been inflicted 
upon a long-suffering public. 


While we do not propose to go to such lengths as this, we feel that a 
word of explanation about this diary would not be amiss. For many men 
who have been privileged to live at Mark I, it is felt that a copy of the 
Diary will be an intimate reminder of the times they spent there. For 
you into whose hands this book muy fall, who have not lived in the House, 
it may afford some glimpse of a very happy home. It will be obvious 
that the Diary must not be taken too seriously: the most casual reader 
will probably suspect, for example, that the references to the frequent 
spells of insobriety of certain gentlemen, arc to say the least of it, distinctly 
exaggerated. 


We make no apology for this: the book is not intended to be a treatise 
upon the ideals of Toc H, but a mere light-hearted record of a light-hearted 
family. Do not conclude from this that we do not hold these ideals high, 
most people who have anything to do with Mark I will, we hope, have 
been conscious of the fact that here is a working family of faith; and 
even in the flippancy of these pages, the observer may, perchance, cateh 
a glimpse of what lies beneath it. 


A brief word about our literary standards. It must be remembered 
that the diary was written from day to day—though its contributions were, 
we fear, frequently in arrears—and in the task of preparing this book for 
publication, the principle adopted was to stick as closely as possible to the 
original text. Very little has been amended and very little deleted, as we 
felt that the main function was not so much to secure literary continuity 
as to help members and past members of the House to recall the times that 
they spent here. 


With these objects in view, then, we submit the Diary for your appraisal. 
Tho list which follows, is a record of the people who have lived in the House 
during the period covered from July 1927 to December 1930. Their nick- 
names are given for purposes of reference, and, be it added that the nick- 
names were never prematurely forced upon their recipients. ‘‘ Mister ’’ 
has always been an unpopular appendage, but the newcomer was never 
made to feel uncomfortable by a forced familiarity. His nickname or 
Christian name simply came into being as ho caine to know, and was known 
of, the Family, and while the use of such names cannot create in them- 
selves a ‘‘ family ” feeling, they have a definite place in cementing the 
sense of unity in the House. 


When Mark I moved into 24 Pembridge Gardens in the Summer of 
1927, there was much work to be done and no proper Diary was kept. 
The events from July to December were compiled later by Ossy Nock, 
from personal Diaries and people's memories. 
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PREFACE. 


Some rusty relics of the Latin language which still remain with me, 
incline me to opine that the word ‘‘ Diary ’’ descends from the word 
diarium, which was a soldier’s rations for the day, or the ‘*‘ allowances in 
lieu of same.’’ In those days, therefore, diaries kept men living; since then 
some living men have learnt to keep a diary. 


The bibliography of Diaries reveals the simple truth that only those are 
worth while reading, which were not written with a view to print. Had 
my neighbour, Samuel Pepys, imagined that his ingenious shorthand would 
be unfolded as an JEnglish classic, he would have left out the very points 
that please; and would have been no more than a pompous hypocrite, 
dusting a cloudy mirror of the Restoration Period. Aneedota, and not 
official anecdotes, are the best evidence of atmosphere. 


These Mark I pages, therefore, whatever their more obvious 
demerits, have at least this one virtue, that they stand for something 
intimate and only to be shared by a small group of men living on board the 
earliest Mark in London. These men are mostly quite uni:nown to me; and 
it was merely on an evening’s visit that I picked up the Log Book of the 
House from which these extracts come, and urged the light of day. I had 
no hand in choosing what is published. 


These chronicles do portray a bunch of thinking men bound by 
a code of honour and happiness, living a common life in which deep 
things are not discredited. I do not think you will find in these pages 
too many indications of the Mark’s faith and practice. ‘Therefore, in case 
these diurnal records should fall into the hands of unexpected readers, 
it may be well to say here and now that Mark I has retained its living 
loyalty. Family Prayers each night are well attended; and once a week 
is held an early weekday service of Communion, at which a dozen men, 
upon the average, kneel side by side with genuine intention. Since Mark I 
first began as a menagerie of men in Queen’s Gate Gardens, at least six 
thousand acts of Communion have been made by Marksmen, senior and 
junior, in the House Chapel; and when it is remembered that these sacra- 
ments have been throughout true pledges of a friendship which has gone 
on and on year after year, and that the fruits of the Spirit have been shown 
in the creation of an atmosphere magnetic to all comers, and issuing forth 
in unpretentious service to the community at large, the observant student 
will perceive that beneath the rippling banter of this chronicle there rests a 
sense of purpose and a fidelity rare among men gathered in London lodgings. 
In short, Mark I is a real Mark, and knows it; and therefore does its best 
to boast its self-depreciation. The Diary is full of non-existent scandals. 


At one stage in the War, wherein Toc H achieved its sacrificial origin, 
the life of a subaltern in France was estimated at some six weeks, before 
he passed to death or hospital. To-day, commercial forces operate at a 
great pace in moving young recruits. A junior in Mark I may thus be 
reckoned as an old stager in the House, if he remains a year; many survive 
but half that period ere duty removes them hence. Toc H has now accom- 
plished the possession of a long tally of Marks throughout the Empire, and 
far beyond its borders. Men move from House to House, according to 
the orders of their firms. Though going leaves a gap, the place vacated 
can be filled ten times over from the waiting-lists; while the outgoing 
Marksman, if he is lucky, finds a billet, a welcome, and a job of voluntary 
service, awaiting him in Toc H at his new destination. 


Thus it has come to be that men all round the map look homewards 
to the Marks, in which their career began when they left school, with 
genuine regard. Few have passed through these Marks without a shy 
sense of betterment; and none, in all my knowledge, have come therein to 

arm, or are the worse for having been thus housed. 
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The one point where there is a great anxicty is that Toc H finances are 
straitened in comparison with this amazing growth, and therefore that the 
first great principle is jeopardised or sacrificed in the pursuit of a balanced 
budget. This first great principle is that each Mark should have its life 
steadily served by one unchanging human friend and counsellor. Normally 
this man is a Chaplain deputed by his denomination to work for a period of 
years within Toc H. This Chaplain is in no sense the professional parent 
of a small group of men, but extends his activities over the whole area of 
Toe H to which the House is central. Beyond this, he becomes the faith- 
ful correspondent to a far-flung line of ‘‘ old boys "' overseas. His life is 
more than fully occupied, and fruitfully employed in ministering to men 
whose duty renders them incredibly subject to mobility, and therefore in- 
accessible to the parochial system. 


Lest it should be imagined that the Toc H Padre, resident in a Mark, 
is idle in comparison with hard worked parish priests—to whom all honour 
—it may be well to state that in the first year of Mark I's history one 
thousand seven hundred and sixty men came to the House as members or 
as friends. In 1931 the first re-union of Mark I was held, and the great 
club room bulged to let men in. Cables and telegrams littered the mantel- 
piece, and something more occurred than reminiscence. Mark I decided 
that it would lead the way by trying to maintain its own House Chaplain. 
Towards the £300 required heroic promises were made by men, who knew 
only too well the slenderness of current salaries. A deep hope was expressed 
that many other men on hearing of this gallant enterprise would back the 
big decision in like manner by writing to the present reigning Warden, 
(always an amateur, as most men know), and promising an annual con- 
tribution. This effort would make all the difference to the stability of 
the whole system, thus ponderously outlined in a Preface and lightly illus- 
trated in an irresponsible Log-book, kept by many hands. 


May every reader of these unemotional pages stand in with those who 
bring this Mark I Chaplaincy to birth. Mark I has never called upon its 
men in vain. It calls upon them now, and I am one with them in their 
response. 
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THE STORMING PARTY. 


H. J. Oliphant ... Oni Warden July 1927-Sept. 1928. 
J. Mallet John July 1927-Dec. 1930. 3; 
O. S. Nock Ossie The first Diarist, House Secretary 
1927-8, July 1927-Aug. 1929. 
G. Carmichael Cartwheel ... July-Oct. 1927. 
1927 
J. R. P. Chrystal Aug.-Sept. 1927. 
D. C. Dickson Dicko Aug. 1927-May 1930. 
T. C. Clinch Tommy Aug. 1927-Aug. 1928. 
R. W. James ... Sept.-Dec. 1927. 
R. A. Shilston Shilly Aug. 1927-June 1930. 
I. G. Dey Ian Sept. 1927-Dec. 1928. 
R. R. B. Atbride Bertie Sept. 1927. 
F. W. Mathew ... Francis Sept.-Dec. 1927. Deputy Warden. 
P. J. Pither Sept.-Dec. 1927. 
J. R. Stebbing ... Bunny ‘ ... Sept. 1927-Sept. 1928. f 
C. L. Ackerley ... Charles, Mad Charlie Sept. 1927-July 1928. 
M. S. Hawker ... Mike ; Sept.-Dec. 1927. 
Jel, Gi. Bronn oA Harcourt . Nov. 1927-Nov. 1928. 
T. H. Chignell ... Chig, Wizard, Hugh Sept. 1927-Oct. 1929. 
A. E. Wells Freddie (Fuzzled or Sept. 1927- 
otherwise) os 
A. T. Cooper Tony Sept. 1927-March 1931. 
Sept 1928-Feb. 1981. Warden 
Dec. 1927-Oct. 1928. Diarist 
A. B. King ie Belsen Oct. 1927-March 1929. 
H. H. Atkinson ... Oct.-Dec. 1927. 
K. H. Kenyon ... Bobby Oct. 1927-Feb. 1930. 
K. Sheather i Belly Oct. 1927-Jan. 1929. 
E. H. Harwood ... Prof. Dec. 1927-Jan. 1928. 
B. J. Juasseter ... Jumbo : ... Nov. 1927-July 1928. 
H. McKee Paddy, Pat, The Goat, Nov. 1927-April 1931. Deputy 
“Bulldog, The Warden’s, Warden 1928-1931. 
F. H. Mason Walter Nov. 1927-Nov. 1929. 
I. Warham Pe. Bonzo Dec. 1927-June 1929. 
T. M. Garaway ... Bishop Nov. 1927-Jan. 1930. House 
Padre. 
1928 
E. E. Grose Billiken Jan. 1928-Aug. 1929. 
J. M. Holden Johnny Jan.-Nov. 1928. 
ZA: W. Tait Harry Jan. 1928- 
H. J. Steele Jack Jan.-July 1928. 
A. Hine Swinehine Jan.-May 1928. 
K. A. Cuteliffe Cutters Jan.-June 1928. 
G. Cameron z Angus Jan.-July 1928. 
RS Ne le Motley Spots Feb. 1928-Oct. 1929. 


H. W. Wilson 


A. H. C. Croom-Johnson 
VAL E. Ridout 


- Loane ... 
R. Quinn 


Balad Self, Sin, April 1928—Diarist 1928—Deputy 
Gaffer, ete., Warden 1931. 
Croom, Ginger April 1928-May 1929. 
Mouse, Ernie June 1928-May 1931. 
Diarist 1930. 
July-Aug. 1928. 
Aug.-Dec. 1928. 


Part time 


Uncle Sam 
Raspberry 


A. M. Quinn 


AW. B. C. Goodwyn 


H. Haywood 
B. C. Allan 
H. E. Stubbs 


H. G. Campion ... 


7. E. Bridger 


1929 
L. T. Duncan 


J. W. D. Beresford 


J. J. Coney 
R-S. T. Hirst 


G. F. Lansdell ... 
J. DÐ. Bradford ... 


J. S. Miller 
H. A. Love 
S. E. Dennis 
R. A. Spear 


„W. J. Webster t 


H. Lonergan 
L. F. Wood 


H. F. Matthews ... 


W. H. Shaw 
J. MacMullen 


1930 


5. C. Clapham ... 
. W. Saywell ... 


. L. Holt 
S. Clarke 
. Powell 


\ 


\ 


H. Hayes 
. M. Morton 
F. Phillips 


K. Cross 

A. Brookes 
P. Heath 

N. Cuff 

J. Bowen . 
F. Hudson 
F. Corfield 


` 
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M. Skinner 
G. Hebert 
W. Crook 
A. Jones 
. Free 


na 


W Beriah 


S. Anderton fod 


W. Gardner > 


Strawberry 
Bill 


Captain 
Carrick 
Porky 
Worcester ... 
The Kid, Pup 


Leslie 
Berry 


Camshaft ... 
Bobbie Talk 
Gerry . 


Jack 


Spadger 
Ronnie 


Joe 
Leslie 
Jessie 


Mac 


Stanley 
Sago 


Nobby 
Bolo 
Brian 
Jim 
Tiny 
Donald 


Crosso 
Babbler 
Tony 
Norman 


Hungry Herbert ... 


Richard, Dick 
Paul ae 
Monier 
Gordon 

Jock 

Jonah 

Harold 


Big Boy, Jimmie 
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Aug. 1928-Oct. 1929. Diarist 
Oct.-Nov. 1928. 

Sept. 1928—House Secretary 
1929. 

Sept. 1928-Dec. 1929. 

Aug. 1928-May 1929. 

Nov. 1928-March 1929. 

Sept. 1928-August 1981. 

Oct. 1928-Dec. 1930. 


Jan.-Oct. 1929. 

Jan. 1929-30 and Nov. 1930-Sept. 
1931. 

Feb. 1929-30. 

Jan. 1929-July 19380. 

April 1929-Jan. 1930. House 
Secretary 1929. 

April-Nov. 1929. 

May 1929-A pril 1930. 

June 1929-March 1930. 

Sept. 1929-March 1930. 

Sept. 1929-Aug. 1930. 

Sept. 1929 and at odd times. 
Nov.-Dec. 1929. 

Nov. 1929-June 1930. Joined 
the Elder Brethren, Dec. 1930. 
Dec. 1929-Feb. 1930. 

Dee. 1929-Mareh 1930. 

Nov. 1929-Marech 1930. 


Jan. 1930. House Padre. 
Jan.-April 1930. 
Jan.-May 1930. 

Feb. 1930- 
Feb.-March 1930. 

Feb. 1980. Warden March 1931- 
March-July 1930. 
April 1930- 

April 1930- 

April-July 1930. 
April-July 1930. 

May 1930-March 1931. 
June 1930-May 1981. 
May-Sept. 1930. 

June 1930-Jan. 1931. 
July 1930- 

Aug. 1930- 

Aug. 1930- 

Sept.-Nov. 1930. 

Aug. 1930- 

Sept. 1930-May 1931. 
Sept. 1930- 

Nov. 1930. 


OTHER NOTABILITIES. 
i Commander and Mrs. Bourgat ... Stewards 1927/8. 


Major and Mrs. Broad aor ... Stewards 1928/30. 

Major and Mrs. Pope oe ... Stewards 1930- 

Bossie (Broad) St acs ... A Sealyham. 

Maggie (Pope) ees a .. A Terrier (Alleged). 

Amos ... Bee oe vee ... The Cat. 
7G. W. Ashfield ee eae ... Gerry, A Branch Member—now a 
. Hosteller. 
_~G. D. O. Castle =e gh ... Effie, Toots, Jobmaster. 

-D. P. Kennedy ws Fé ... David, Branch Chairman. CTR 
4G. D. Powell ... ies Pet ... Hector, Sometime Pilot. z 
“ M. Oxenbould ee Wes ... Oxo, A Warden at Queen’s Gate 


Gardens, and Treasurer of Mark I, 
Pembridge Gardens. 


THE DIARY OF TOC H MARK I 
1927 ~- 1930 


Monpay, JULY 4. 


The storming party consisting of Olli, John, Geoffrey Carmichael and 
Ossie moved into the new House. Commander and Mrs. Bourgat had taken 
possession during the previous week and except for the Quiet Room and The 
Three Brothers Room, where we slept, all was chaos. The whole of the 
furniture of the old House was stacked in what are now the office and the 
Chapel, and the storming party assisted by gangs from Mark VII and the 
Brothers House struggled with the problem of getting the House straight. 
In these early days, very frequently what Mark VIT’s gang had taken to the 
top floor one night was brought down again by the Brothers House gang the 
next night. Through this first week it was the same story each night, but 
by Saturday we were beginning to look straight. 


SATURDAY, JULY 9. 


Our first visitors arrived in the person of the Bishop of Lebombo, Central 
Africa, and some native students from Edinburgh and Glasgow Universities. 
What they thought they had come to I don’t know; but we just had the lino 
down in the present dining room in time for supper and “‘ To Pessimists Way 
Out ” adorned the hall. Well it might! While I was laying the lino in the 
best “‘ Drage ’’ style, and incidentally getting a pair of perfectly good 
'** housernaid’s knees '’ in the process, Olli and Cartwheel (Carmichael) were 
transporting crockery from Bermondsey and duly arrived in `“ plain vans ” 
in time for supper. 


Tnunrspay, Jury 14. 

Ladies’ Guest-night at Mark VII. Olli distinguished himself by giving all 
hostellers there ‘‘ apple-pic ’’ beds and removing springs from many beds. 
We left at 8.30 to work in the new House. 


Monpay, Jury 18. 

Branch Exccutive Meeting in the newly equipped office. The previous 
one had been held before the furniture had arrived, with this desperately 
serious body sitting around the office on newspapers and painters’ ladders. 


SUNDAY, JULY 24. 

To-day Mark I played Mark VII at cricket. The latter House were in 
camp at Barnet, and it was a great afternoon. We managed to raise a side, 
although only the ‘‘ storming party ’’ were in residence at the time, by dint 
of roping in the House Boy, one of our South African Friends, and, of outside 
members, Tommy Clinch, George Kingston, and Smyth-Pigott. Mark VIT 
lent us Jennings—an old Mark I man. The scores as far as I can remember 
were: Mark VII, 101 out; Mark I, Ist innings 32; 2nd innings 130 for 4 
declared—of this Jennings made 48 and Dietrich (South Africa) 30, whilst 
the Warden in his best agricultural style contributed 25 odd. Mark VII, 
set to get 60 odd in three-quarters of an hour, knocked off the runs with 9 
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wickets down, making a most exciting finish. I might mention that we set 


the fashion, which has prevailed ever since, on this occasion of having a 
‘“yough house *' on the train on the way down to Barnet. 


Monpay, JULY 25. 

Olli records that he was terribly stiff, and could hardly move after his 
frantic efforts to uproot Mark VII's stumps the previous day. The following 
weck seems to have been somewhat uneventful ; but on the Friday I departed 
for the August Bank Holiday week-end to the wilds of Cumberland, John 
went to camp at Barnet, and Olli went to his “ Valhalla.” 
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Monpay, Avucust 1. 


_ A bad day for the House! The first addition to the initial quartet arrived 
in the shape of — — — Dicko! |!!! — — — 1! 111! 


TueEspay, AUGUST 2. 


Underhill came along to-day to stay with us for a short time and the 
House begins to look quite full. 


SATURDAY, AUGUST Ô. 


Olli departed for a well earned holiday leaving John in charge. Jim 
Chrystal and Tommy Clinch arrived shortly after this and also Penrson of 
Golders Green. The latter, in conjunction with Carmichael evolved a scheme 
for disposal of the ‘* heads,” but Pearson's visit was not long enough for the 
completion of the iden as it only got rid of one per night. What the dustmen 
thought is not recorded here. T arn a. bit foggy about the actual dates about 
this time, but after Olli had returned from his holiday we record the arrival 
about the 25th of August of one C. L. Ackerley—n shy, bashful, and un- 
assuming youth as we thought. Ilow our opinions changed! I went on my 
holiday to the far North after this, and returned to find the House really 
full and quite a number of now familiar figures about, to wit: Tan Dey, 
Shilston, and—whiat a shock—Bertie Attride! Dicko was in great form about 
this time. Despite the efforts of the Houseboy to rouse him one morning, 
(Olli hadn't started his crusade then, and Tony was not in residence yet), 
he slept peacefully till about 8.30 a.m. I met him dashing down the stairs 
a few moments later with his coat over his arm and putting his collar on, 
and then he made a frantic dash up Pembridge Gardens and a still more 
frantic dash into a taxi in order to reach the office in time, and incidentally 
to complete his toilet! ! ! Shame Dicko—(a) for swearing at the houseboy ; 
(b) for not washing. 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 10. 


Preliminary rugger trials at Barnet with John in great form. Francis 
Mathew, who had also come back to the fold, was playing too. 


WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 14. 
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General Branch Meeting; I am not quite certain, but I think this was 
when we elected our ** Youthful Chairman.” 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 17. 

Olli and I hunched together prior to going to All Hallows for the Chapel 
furniture. Olli took quite a fancy to Buszard’s salt containers, and got away 
with one(!) but later in the day found that it had emptied itself into his 
pocket. We spent the afternoon getting very dirty in the organ loft at All 
Hallows and then returned to the House full of energy and washed down 
the backyard. During these operations Bunny Stebbing arrived and thus got 
a typical introduction to our ‘‘ foreman.” 

Tusspay, SEPTEMBER 20. 

General ‘‘ Tim *' Harrington visited the new House with Tubby prior to 
his departure for Indin. About this time was a red letter day in that 
‘* Pepys ° himself arrived*, and the House was now looking quite normal. 
with the Chapel nearly ready. 


WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 21. 

The first Guest-night; Tubby as the Speaker, and a number of 
Lancing boys with Gerald Streatfield as our guests. A wonderful night with 
over an 100 present. 

WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 5. 

A splendid Toc H night with Barkis. A number of new members were 
initiated, and the many new hostellers heard the story of Toc H. 

* Notz.—Tony Cooper, who, later, was the Diarist for some time. 
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Monpay, Ocroser 10. 


Tubby dedicated the new Chapel in a beautiful and simple service 
tonight. 


TuEsDay, OCTOBER 11. 


The first Celebration in the Chapel was held at 7.30 a.m., Tubby 
being the Celebrant. This took the form of a corporate service for the whole 
Branch. 


WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 12. 


Sir Ludovic Porter (Ludo) talked on India. A most interesting evening 
and a first class ** Tiger Story.” 


TUESDAY, OCTOBER 18. 

Opening meeting of the Fulham Group, Mark T's ' baby,” formed by 
some old Mark T folks and to run an old Branch job. Gus Ball and Srnyth- 
Pigott are to be congratulated on their enterprise. 

WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 19. 

The Branch turned out in force to see the Drama League's admirable 

show ‘* Hazard and Love.” This was a Toe H show entirely, the Author 


and Composer being members. We were glad to have Siderfin, Padre of 
Leicester, in the House for a day or two. 


Fripay, OCTOBER 21. 
The Branch Dance was a great success, nearly an 100 being present. 


Monpbay, Ocroner 24. 


The first House Mecting at which we duly elected our House Committee, 
ete. Compared with subsequent meetings this was quite uneventful. 


TUESDAY, OCTOBER 25. 


We were very glad to see Mrs. Prideaux-Brune and “‘ Prideaux ” for 
the memorial service to Amyas Prideaux-Brune. 


WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 2. 


The first Ladies’ Guest-night in the House. The Toe H Concert Party 
entertained, and while they were resting, the Mark I choir performed. Un- 
fortunately this was before the days of Paddy and Bonzo and so the singing 
was not a great success. 


SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 5. ' 

John Mallet and I went to Birmingham for the West Midlands Area 
Rally and a splendid show it was, reflecting great credit on all who were 
responsible. The Thanksgiving Service in St. Martin’s Church was as im- 
pressive a Toc H. service as one could wish for, whilst in the evening the 
Birmingham Toe Tf Concert Party gave an excellent and strenuous 
programme. We stayed at Mark VI overnight and T left John next morning 
in the Chair at the Jobmasters Conference! ! There seeins no end to his 
energy. 


WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 9. 

A splendid talk by Dr. Browne (Chairman of Mark VIT) on the Old 
ILouse in Pop, with lantern (efticiently worked by Prof. Harwood). It was 
great fo hear such a detailed and intimate account of that wonderful house, 
told in such a fascinating way. 


Tripay, November 11. 

At the Cenotaph Ceremony we were represented by Olli and George 
Kingston, while Cmdr. and Mrs. Bourgat were also there. Olli was again 
at the Festival at the Albert Hall in the evening. From now onwards seems 
to have been a very quiet period and just as well in view of the preparations 
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for the rigours of the Birthday Festival. Spent a good deal of the time 
drilling the new ‘* team "’ into the history of the House so that no visitors 
should be guideless, and apart from the second House Meeting on November 
21st there seems to be little to record. During the House ‘‘ grouse ” which 
followed John made an eloquent and pathetic appeal for the re-introduction 
of gorgonzola cheese to the menu, while Fatty Sheather raised a moan about 
middle * B ” on the piano. 


Fripay, DECEMBER 2. 

All preparations being made for the Birthday Festival and additional 
sleeping accommodation, we were very pleased to weleome the Colombo 
representative to Mark I. 


SATURDAY, DECEMRER 3. 
The Birthday Festival. Most of Mark I were acting as stewards or 


“supers '’ in the Banner procession. John was appropriately O.C. ** Beer 
for Bandsmen.’’ Olli and George Kingston carried the Lamp and Banner 
respectively. Nearly all the House were sleeping in the lounge or on the 
floors of their rooms, and others were out sleeping with non-resident members. 
Altogether we slept 30 additional people in the House! ! Amongst Branches 
represented were Taunton (Padre Spurway and brother), Exeter, Manchester 
(Padre Ted Davidson), Godalming and others I can't remember. 


SUNDAY, DECEMBER 4. 

We departed per L.G.O.C. private bus to All Hallows en masse this 
morning with John as unofficial conductor. During the day some went to 
the "pow-wow" at Bunhill Row and others were showing relay after relay of 
visitors round the House, but our man-power was never more taxed than 
when we had just settled down to lunch. A bus load of 50 people arrived 
to see the House! ! Poor Mrs. Bourgat thought they had come to lunch! ! 
However dinners were hastily stowed in the oven and the party shown round 
and dismissed in about half-an-hour. Amongst this party I might add was 
the Warden. We were hardly recovered from this, when we had yet another 
momentous item to chronicle, to wit the arrival of Bonzo. 


SATURDAY, DECEMBER 10. 

Most of the House attended the wedding of R. W. James at St. 
Columba’s, Knightsbridge; the first one of the New House to commit this 
indiscretion. 


Sunpay, DECEMBER 11. 

Olli took some of the House for a long tramp round Dorking, which 
proved too much for poor Bobby Kenyon for he was laid up with appendicitis 
the following day; he has our deepest sympathy. 


Monpay, December 12. 
The House were defeated at Ping Pong by the Walham Green Boys’ 
Club !—shame! ! 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 14. 

Peter Monie talked on Toe H and his theme of ‘‘ Feet firm, hands busy ”’ 
formed the keynote of an impressive evening. We were very pleased to see 
and welcome Gilbert Williams back from his travels, and hear a few words 
about Toc H in South Africa from him. 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 21. 
A merry sing-song, in which we were assisted by the Brothers Green of 
Ealing, served as a species of farewell before Xmas. 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 28. 


Our Boys’ Club party took place this evening during which we made a 
general mess of the lounge. Things waxed fast and furious until the climax 
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was reached when Paddy and Lasseter engaged in blindfold boxing; these 
two heavyweights threatened to bring down the walls on top of them, and 
most of our young visitors were to be seen hiding behind the chairs and 
watching through the window. At this stage I hand over the writing of this 
chronicle into the much more worthy hands of Tony Cooper. 


Fripay, DECEMBER 30. 
+9 


We are always one of the most successful ‘‘ house parties ’’ ever 
arranged, but to-day we gave our first party in the new House, exclusive, of 
course, of the last year's dances, and from the view of all and sundry ‘twas a 
huge success. Mrs. Bourgat gave us a supper such as only she can give, and 
to which both hostellers and their belles dames did full justice. The suceess 
of Charles Ackerley’s *' claret cup ’’ gave a good fillip to the meal. To digest 
our supper we indulged in a ‘* Clinch ” treasure hunt, which taught us many 
unsuspected facts, one being the true maker of our communal piano. Fun 
waxed fast and furious, and we were delighted to welcome Gilbert Williams 
during the evening. I fear, however, that we started somewhat too well, 
and by 10 p.m. ‘ things ’’ had quietened down sufficiently to make our fair 
visitors feel ‘twas time for bed. Their early move was perhaps fortunate 
for Bonzo, and his two male accomplices, who found East Acton a long walk 
from Notting Hill Gate during the first flush of dawn! 


SATURDAY, December 31. 
To-night we are all indulging in New Year festivities, misinterpreted by 
Charles, who insisted on beating tin-cans in *' our street.” 


Sunpay, JANUARY 1, 1928. 

Hector and Lasseter were seen emerging from Pembridge Gardens armed 
with heavy knives. Though their intentions were misinterpreted by both 
Dicko and the house cat, they were really off to assist in sandwich cutting 
for the Dockland Boys’ “‘ bean-feast '’ at St. John’s Hall. 


Tuursbay, JANUARY 5. 

The first Guest-night of the New Year. Padre Williams deputised for 
W. H. Oldfield, who was unable to be present and after a splendid talk we 
decided that Toc H was essentially a power in South Africa. His definition 
of Toc H, as an attitude of the mind towards life, has stuck in our memories. 
We are very glad to see “ sing songs °’ becoming a regular finale to our 
Guest-nights, as also our visits to imbibe the `‘ Coffee of George.’ It was 
this night that a press reporter gleaned much surprising information, giving 
rise to a certain article in his `* paper °’ regarding `“ Toc Harrys ” and ** Toe 
Emmas.” 


SATURDAY, JANUARY 7. 


A memorable day! We received our first call for blood transfusion, John 
Mallet being the victim. He tells us he did not feel like dying, in fact, after 
a ‘‘ quick one ’’ he watched England beat the Waratahs within a few hours 
of the operation! The event caused great excitement in the House, though 
now we are well accustomed to ‘‘ trunsfusions.’’ Incidentally we transfused 
a whole *‘ body ”’ to Mark VII to-day! ! 


WEDNESDAY, JANUARY İl. 

This week we have been pleased to welcome, as visitors, members of the 
publie schools who have come to see Toc H in London. Unfortunately, we 
couldn’t put them up, but we showed them what Mark I really stood for! 
To-night at Guest-night Brock told us all the wonderful story of the birth 
and growth of our family of Toe H. 


SATURDAY, JANUARY 14. 


Our *‘ strolling players ° did two performances of the nativity play 
‘* Hope of the World ” at St. John’s to-day. Last week the Company 
performed at Woking, travelling seventeen up in threo cars. For further 
details as to overcrowding, ask Paddy. 
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WEDNESDAY, January 18. 


To-night was the Western District Guest-night, and never hus our House 
been so full. Over 100 persons sat down to “ grub ” alone, there must have 
been nearly 150 listening to Sir Owen Seuman, who kept us in roars of 
laughter from start to finish. An excellent flashlight photo was taken in the 
lounge by the press and actually appeared in print, the first effort of this kind, 
with the exception of certain fiery efforts by Oswald in the mighty past. 


Fripay, January 20. 


First meeting to form new Scout troup under the Padre. Many persons 
tied themselves in ‘‘ knots.” 
SATURDAY, JANUARY 21. 

After a splendid “ rugger ° supper at the Gateway restaurant, we 
marched in column of squadron, under `“ Sergeant ’’ Oliphant up to Chancery 
Lane station, where we entrained. There being no luggage van we were 
compelled to take Paddy in the carriage with us. For some unknown reason, 
his “ haf ’’ was passed round and returned full of nought but dents. We 
were all feeling full of life, and after Hector had Jost a contraption called in 
some circles a golfing cap (I believe he also Jost his dignity!) we suececded 
amid thunderous applause to transform our Irishman into a Scotsman. 
(These people don’t wear trousers, by the way). Owing to his being an 
optimist (one who wears belt and braces) the attempt to ‘‘ naturalise ’’ our 
warden failed ! 


Sunpbay, January 22. 

I know that these high ‘‘ House Spirits ” lasted over the week-end, and 
after Charles had tried to occupy the House-boys’room as a dressing room and 
a picture on the stairs had got ** cracked,’’ we retired, prepared for a wardenly 
lecture, (which we got) next day. This was the day of Mark I’s concert 
performance, under Herman Darewski, at Olympia. We had been stewarding 
for some Sundays at his Ifospital concerts, and he roped Mark I into the 
arena to sing ~ Rogerwn.” ‘Twould have been splendid if the cornet player 
had been removed, as it was he managed to drown forty very masculine 
voices ! 

THURSDAY, JANUARY 26. 

Our feelings to-night were not of the best. We set forth with clubs, 
etc., to steward Commander Metealfe’s mecting of the Industrial Peace 
Union. Twenty of us, prepared to evict even * Trotsky °’ and his red element, 
sat mutely through a most peaceful series of speeches. The audience, 
predicted at nearly 300, consisted of Mark I, some 15 elderly males and 
about 30 very elderly spinsters. I’m not suggesting we were disappointed 
at having no heads to crack, but we did expect some sort of mild excitement. 


FRIDAY, JANUARY 27. 

The younger and unwary members of the House met the L.W.H. at 
Mrs. Edge's where we discussed, I fear with tongue in cheek, meetings for 
next month! We feel we were let down by our warden who wrote our 
hostess that he was so sorry he couldn’t attend !! 


SATURDAY, JANUARY 28. 

Upon the instigation of Spots Motley, we all set forth to see the 
‘“ Emden ” at Shepherds Bush Pavilion. We had considerable difficulty 
with “ Belsam,’’ who would linger outside a certain ‘‘ lingerie '’ shop on 
our way. The film was excellent, though we all went our several ways 
afterwards, Belsam’s return being very eventful. 


Sunpay, JANUARY 29. 

To-day a party set off for Marylebone Baths, where Dicko was seen to 
make a somewhat undignified entry into the water!! Our urgent need at the 
moment scems to be a lack of Sunday tickets for the Zoo. We are all keen 
on natural history, especially the feathered species! 
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WepneEspay, FEBRUARY 1. 


This was actually the starting date of this diary. Many suggestions 
were received; that a rubber stamp be made, for recording how our warden 
spends his evenings, was turned down on plea of expense. The majority of 
hostellers being to-night at the Drama Society’s performance of *‘ Sport of 
Kings,” I will continue the day’s notes on their return. I did not wait up 
for the playgoers’ return but am assured that between the acts of a very 
successful play many of Mark I were called to the ‘‘ Bar.” 


Tuurspay, FEBRUARY 2. 


The troops journeyed elsewhere for feeding purposes; the weather being 
extremely unfavourable still, we are none of us in too gentle a frame of mind: 
but wo all find that we appreciate ‘‘ our ’ouse ” more than ever after our 
days of dining out! ‘‘ There’s no place quite like ’ome.”’ 


SATURDAY, lepRuaRy 4. 


All rugger with the single exception of our ‘A’ XV., being cancelled owing 
to the state of the ground, we spent none too healthy an afternoon, and also 
an uneventful evening, save that Belsam, roused by that spirit which is, 
alas, only too predominant in him, attempted a ‘* rough-house ’’ on his own 
account. It is said that the murmur of that wonderful word ` prohibition ” 
will rouse our medico to terrible wrath. 


Sunpay, FEBRUARY 5. 


To-day being 5/- trip day on the northward railways, we lost three of our 
number for some ten hours. They appeared to enjoy their homeward trip, 
though Hine complains of lack of interest on his behalf in the conversation 
of the return journey. However, twixt intervals of chasing apples down 
Leicester station, they provided us with some very useful railway carriage 
notices for the house light switches! We must congratulate Bonzo on giving 
two whole pints of blood to a patient at High Wycombe. Poor Bonzo, he 
is hardly his usual cheery self to-day. Two other notable events occurred in 
our family to-day. To wit, the entrance of Motley, usually known as Motley or 
Spots (most of us remember him by a certain blue shirt), and a meeting 
under Ossi to discuss our Sunday evening *‘ chats or natterings.’’ Ossi 
seemed quite radiant, so presumably all is well. 


Monpbay, FEBRUARY Ô. 

To-night we were honoured by the presence of the stalwart leaders of 
the Western District, who held a meeting on our premises. Two of them 
were introduced to Bunny Stebbing, who, at the time, was perched on two 
chairs mending fuses: they were much impressed by this unusual scene of 
activity. 

Tuespay, FEBRUARY 7. 

At the moment our destinies are in the air: a house committee meeting 
is being held in the warden’s room: Belsum quivers for his licensing hours: 
we all try to remember if we have crossed Olli’s path of late! 


WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 8. 

Guest-night, when Mr. A. E. Palt told us of the intricacy of law 
regarding Trade Unions. He was extremely interesting, though somewhat 
above the feeble intellect of such as iny poor self! The cream of the evening 
came when Ian Dey, energetically handing out the lecturer’s printed notes 
and circulars, politely offered the lecturer one of his own circulars! _ Dey 
has since proposed that in future the Speakers shall wear a Borstal tie, or 
some really distinguishing mark. I heard an unpleasant rumour to-night, 
that last Friday Piccadilly was taken by storm! A broad expanse of white 
shirt surmounted by the smiling face of Hector, crowned by a precariously 
perched opera hat was seen (with company) to be desperately dodging the 
narrator of this rumour. Why did he dodge?!! 
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Tuurspay, FEBRUARY 9. 

Those of us who “ grubbed `` at Mark II to-night were thrilled by Capt. 
Hill’s stories of his life with the British Secret Service in Russia. Cooke- 
Yarboro’, Paddy and Tony went down to Fulham Baths to swim against 
the Boys’ Club, who won by some quarter of a length. We must congratulate 
Gus Ball on his swimmers. 

Fripay, Fesruary 10. 

Mark II dance at Chelsea. Led by Spots some nine of us went down to 
Chelsea to-night, a few dressed in the `° courage of their convictions,” the 
rest in `“ dickey’s.’’ Paddy's late entrance was signalled by the breaking 
of at least one glass, much to our warden’s shame. The gentle refusal of 
Dicko as an escort and what Paddy did on the way home are matters not to 
be discussed in this, our ‘* not too frivolous ’’ diary! May we suggest that 
Olli does some training next time, before cutting such graceful and 
“ gyratory ’’ capers at a dance? 

SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 11. 

Rugger in full swing once more, though Barnet was said to be unplay- 
able! We all went to “ flies ° at night: this is fast becoming a popular and 
comfortable finale to our energies on the rugger field. There are many things 
that happened to-night, about which the diarist is doubtful. He would like 
to know: (1) Why Dicko wouldn’t own Bonzo in the lift at 11.30 p.m. 
(2) Exactly how many fair damsels Dicko and Wells were out with; some 
say five, others only two, and in any case why were both hostellers taking 
the same lady home? We fear for Wells’ morals, whom until now we did 
not consider to be of the dashing Dicko ‘‘ he-man ’’ style. 

Sunpay, Fesruary 12. 

To-day was a day of unknown energy. The '‘ Garden ” presented a very 
creditable sight: wood-cutting and Bonzo’s bonfires coupled with Belsam 
trying to cut wood after one of his usual Saturday nights and even ivy cutting 
all transpired to give the opinion that ‘‘ we are sure some branch ’’! Some 
say the warden ought to be overseer in a Canadian lumber camp! 
WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 15. 

A very successful Ladies’ Guest-night. Miss Lena Ashwell in her very 
interesting talk on entertainments made some of us wonder why we ever went 
to see some of the modern American films. We welcomed two blind members 
from Cape Town Group, accompanied by a very hurried Tubby, whom we 
managed to feed ere he rushed off for more work. Will Paddy pleaso tell us 
whether he was sitting behind the armchair to evade draughts, and also how 
long it takes to walk to 2nd June and back ? 


Tnurspay, FEBRUARY 16. 

Mark I running wild at a ‘‘ Female ” Medical Students’ dance. Though 
many things in the room were plain, the floor certainly was not! However, 
we thoroughly enjoyed our little selves, our choir performed; and on our 
Warden presenting the * Vicah "° with a red polony (saveloy) purchased 
by Bonzo we couldn't restrain from cheers. Our commiscrations are with 
Dicko, that, having been unanimously elected the handsomest ** man °’ in 
the room, he failed to function in the jolly game of ‘‘ kiss me next ’’! (He 
always was bashful). 

SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 18. 

All our rugger cancelled, with the exception of the ‘‘ B.” We spent 
a very quiet Saturday, brightened solely by the fact that Dicko returned 
home with his first pipe, a huge affair in wood and *‘ stone.”’ 

Monpay, Fesruary 20. 

Apparently Mark I rose late as Wells was seen leading a race to the 
Underground at 8.40 a.m. Dicko, looking very ‘‘ morning after the night 
beforeish,”’ being a bad second in the string. Bertic had to be carried into 
the House to-night after a coffee stall visit! 
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Turspay, Frespruanry 21. 

To-night we were all at Tubby’s Pancake party, a splendid evening: 
three cheers for Hector who though he didn’t even get a “ snif ” of the 
pancake, lowered his traditional dignity and fought valiantly for Mark I. 
The only blot on the evening was the unfortunate indisposition of Olli, due 
someone said, to over-excitement last Sunday !! 


WEDNESDAY, Frpruany 22. 

i Mr. Farquharson gave us a lecture, with lantern, on ‘‘ Social Surrey.” 
In spite of a very well arranged talk, a certain Irishman lapsed into dreams, 
from which only the switching up of the lights roused him !! 


Tuurspay, Fresruary 23. 
Mark IT being still under the painters, most of us grubbed at Mark VII. 


SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 25. 

We hear that both our Sceretary and his Assistant were seen in rather 
unsteady circumstances to-night: we feel sorry that John couldn’t wait until 
he got out of the Theatre before falling full length on the floor. 


SUNDAY, Fepruary 26. 
Iiveryone scems to have spent the day in the country. The weather has 


been magnificent, and we feel sorry for our house-boys having to clean so 
much Surrey mud off our shoes tomorrow morning! 
Monpay, Fresruary 27. 

A sub-committee sits next door in the Office, no one seems to know on 
what exactly it is sitting. Possibly, (and this we hope), it is Hector’s new 
hat. (Is he “‘ packing ” a gun with this fine new ‘‘ sombrero ’’) ? 


TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 28. 

A rescue party, rushing off to restore order at a ‘‘ Social ’’ at the 
Venture, was the unusual sight scen in the House to-night. They were 
repeatedly asked by the womenfolk when they could start a Boys’ Club there: 
there certainly seems plenty of scope now that a better Mark I would be 
behind it! Off stage, we may remark that Brown's ‘‘ Blackbottom "' was 
much admired by all members of the Social. 


WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 29. 

Toe H night and a splendid talk by our Padre. We can never hear too 
much about our family history, and never shall we really understand enough 
about its objects and future. Three cheers for the “ Gen,’ who honoured 
us to-night. Wells again! Found in bed to-night fully clad and with his 
hat on, snoring peacefully ! 

Tuurspay, Marcu i. 


With the posting up of the ‘‘ seven-a-side ’’ games notices, running 
around the square seems to be on the increase as an evening pastime. 
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Fripay, Marcu 2. 

I journeyed to Leicester, ‘‘ Queen of the Midiands,’ to-day, so the 
following is largely hearsay! Most of Mark I supported Barkis at Fulham; 
the whole meeting was a great success, but the inevitable followed. I learned 
with deep regret that Hector our ‘‘ C & E solicitor ’’ (this means beer and 
whisky lawyer) descended to the depths of taking off his shocs in the holy 
shrine of the Underground. We've heard of this sign of devotion at the 


Mecca, but never here! 


SaturpDay, Marcn 3. k 
May we congratulate our “‘ Irish gont ’ on playing for the 1st XẸ 
to-day. We were very glad to welcome Bobbie Kenyon back, as a Branch 


member, after his long absence. 
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Sunpay, Marcu 4. 

“ For I must go down to the sea again °: chanted our Warden, as he 
‘ day-tripped ” off to Brighton. He returned quite sunburnt. The rest 
of us spent our time ‘‘ chez nous,’’ content with spicy Round Pond breezes, 
and answering telephone calls from ladies enquiring for our diarist, whose 
journey North was not without purpose, it seems. 


Monpay, Marcu 5. 

On my return last night I found John down with a touch of ‘flu, from 
which we sincerely hope he will soon recover. The poor man has been inter- 
viewing rugger captains all day! 


WEDNESDAY, Marca 7. 

Mr. G. Hart gave us one of the most interesting and amusing talks 
that we've heard in the new House: anyway this was the general opinion! 
We never knew a ’bus conductor of his experience could have had such a 
very varied ** knock about ” life, and we congratulate him on giving us a 
splendid evening. Dicko was heard to make enquiries re cheap travel for 
“under 14’s ” and “‘ in arms.” 


Tuurspay, Marcu 8. 

Mark VII and a “* cheap flic ” was several people’s programme to-night. 
I’m sorry to say I met Belsam running up towards Notting Hill Gate at 
12 p.m. last night. Either he’d forgotten the hours or else he has a friend 
in ‘‘ the Trade ’’! 


SATURDAY, Marcu 10. 

John’s departure home for a week’s fresh country air, and the attempt 
of Olli to use the lounge as his dressing-room were the chief events of to-day! 
‘* Bombardier Belsam ”’ reviewed the University cooks squadron to-day! 
We hear he has added another Bar to his medals. 


Sunpay, Marcn 11. 

Olli has joined those *‘ who go down to the sea in not ships but 
plus fours! A splendid guard of honour sped him on his way at 9.15 a.m. 
His uniform was not navy blue, but they “‘ really were beauties.” So baggy! 
We hope this habit of giving expensive presents won't spread, but Oli 
deserved the magnificent horse presented to him to-night! (Cheers for 
2nd June). 


Monpay, Marcu 12. 

The ‘‘ horse stealers ’’ are very quiet to-day, certain addressed labels 
having been sent to Mark I from our “ sister hostel.’’ Ossi collected the 
money we pay for our home, while Olli went out to sec what sort of home 
he could spend his money on at the Ideal Homes Exhibition! 


Tusspay, Marcr 13. 

Tommy Clinch broke all existing records by blowing six electric light 
fuses at once. Please note that the other record holders in this class are 
all ‘‘ electrical ’’ (excuse the word) engineers ! 


Wepnespay, Marcu 14. 

A very interesting talk on C.L.B. and boys’ work by Colonel Oliver. 
As a result, Paddy has set out to “‘ establish a branch of the J.O.C. in that 
God-forsaken isle of the West.’’ ‘‘ Dicko’s type are best cured by wasp- 
stinging ’’ said Colonel Oliver. 


Tnurspay, Marcu 15. X 

Belsam playing at Hindu fire worship, apparently in honour of Miss 
Nancy Miller, was the chief item in to-day’s gazette. We hope he will give 
a future demonstration for the public benefit. 
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Fripay, Marcu 16. 

Our bath rooms afford much scope for this log: to-night 2nd June raided 
the bottom one and many persons lost all shaving tackle. After all there 
aren't so very many necks to shave at 2nd June. The best of luck to Mike 
Hawker who left us to-day for his new job in Manchester. 


SaturDay, Marcu 17. 

Once again the bath-room: this time we saw Sheather trying to obtain 
for himself a ruddy tan, for all handsome men are sunburnt. The suggestion, 
that the liquid used was a fat reducer, is apparently wrong. 


Sunpay, Marcn 18. 


On returning from a joyful week-end in the country I surprised shadowy 
figures flitting about our front garden. 2nd June returning our razors, dear 
girls; how they enjoyed their little lark! 


Monpay, Marcu 19. 


Apart from the fact that most of our crockery went round to 2nd June 
to-night, (and this we are getting used to) nothing of note occurred to-day. 


TuEspay, Marcu 20. 


The Sports Club Dance at Australia House to-night was a great success, 
although Mark I Hostellers were but poorly represented by Spots and myself. 
However, our buttonholes made up for much. Ian Hay kept our actors up 
till midnight after their dinner at 2nd June to-night. 


WEDNESDAY, Marci 21. 


Dicko has just rung up a number and asked to speak to Mr. Lion, this 
in response to a written note! His disappointment on finding that he was 
talking to the Curator of the Zoological Gardens was intense! Poor Dicko, 
and the joke was one of Adam's! Ossi in the Chair and a very interesting 
talk by General Sir W. Furse on the Imperial Institute. 


Trurspay, Marcu 22. 

Rumours at Mark VII that the ‘‘ Unitarian question ° was to be dis- 
cussed kept some of our members there after grub. It seems that everyone 
is prepared to argue about the matter, when sufficient for any argument is 
the fact that Tubby knows what he is talking about, and knows better than 
anyone exactly how the whole question affects his family. However, to the 
House: why has Dicko had an extra bed (not a cot) placed in his room? 


Fripay, Marcu 23. 


We disposed of the warden’s horse at a cost to the stealers of 6d. per 
head. We consider it cheap at the price. 


SATURDAY, Marcu 24. 

We are to-day as a kindergarten. Several of our senior and *“ about to 
be wed ’’ members having gone down to spend a Bachelor week-end in 
Sussex. We are very pleased with ourselves at finding that the front row 
of Toe H 1st XV. is to consist entirely of Mark I (Paddy, Lasseter and 
Cameron). 


Sunpay, Marcu 25. 

We really were a very well behaved house over this week-end, even if 
one or two * wicked lads ° did rag about a bit, but from our warden’s 
attitude on his return, we fear he must have heard false reports as to our 
behaviour! Never mind! We’re not so bad as all that! 


WeEpDnEspDAY, Marcu 28. 

The small hours of to-day saw the return of our Irish goat. At night 
Commander Agard gave us a splendid and all too-modest lecture on the 
sinking of the Bolshevik fleet in 1918-19 in the Baltic. 
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Tnurspay, Marcu 29. 


D. G. A. Lowe on “ Athletics’? at Mark II claimed several of our 
runners. Please note that the `“ seven-a-side ° entries went in to-day; good 
luck to our two ‘‘ sevens.” 


Fripay, Marcu 30. 


We've done well in the draw for ‘‘ seven-a-sides ’’; already one or two 
hopeful ones are wondering where to put the Dodd Cup. We were glad to 
wolcome ** Tiny,” jobmaster of Bexhill and a foundation member, who is 
spending a few days in Mark I. 


Saturpay, Marca 31. 

Pouring rain and rugger! This evening brought forth new records in the 
life of our family. The party toured Piccadilly, under the able guidance 
of Hector, and all earned bars to their Froth Blower's medals. Paddy swears 
that his back teeth were awash before he left for the West End. The colours 
of ` Ould Oireland ” changed from green to white, and on showing the colour 
of truce he gave up all! Why was poor old ‘‘ Mad Charlie ° perched on the 
edge of the bath in the dark at 1 a.m.? Where were the younger members 
of the family on this boat race night, and to whom did the taxi outside at 
4 a.m. belong? 


SUNDAY, APRIL 1. 

Bonzo feverishly putting clocks on and Spots answering empty ‘phone 
calls, were but two of the sights that greeted my somewhat shaky view on 
this April morn. This afternoon we had our “‘ seven-a-side ’’ trial in Barnet’s 
mud. After being all but undressed in the train, I managed to get to the 
field in time to see poor Jumbo get his cartilage split on Bunny’s hard 
cranium! The Warden is fast becoming one of the best dressed men in 
Notting Dale. I heard a small boy by the Round Pond ask his dear mamma 
if the sandy gentleman was going to race his two big boats (not boots but 
boats) ! 


Monpay, APRIL 2. 
Another piece of bad news greeted us this morning, poor Charles is laid 
up. Let’s hope he is soon up and about again. 


WEDNESDAY, APRIL 4. 

Messrs. Short and Hinekley, by their lantern lecture to-night, made 
many of us wish there was to be a Toe H Pilgrimage to Flanders again this 
year. 


THURSDAY, APRIL 5. 
The first exodus of long weck-enders started to-day, led by our bachelor 
warden ! 


Goop FRIDAY, APRIL 6. 

A small party of us, having arranged for the departures of Jumbo and 
Chignell, who, I’m glad to say, are well on the way to recovery, set out for 
a cross country ‘‘ hike ’’ from South Bromley. Bonzo insisted on travelling 
somewhat higher than his usual station, but it wasn't first class! Led by 
Hector, complete with macintosh, bandolier and map, we sct off across the 
gorse of Hayes Common. After Paddy, Spots and Bonzo had got mixed up 
in a young landslide, much to the detriment of their usual clean appearance, 
I heard Paddy singing softly to himself, while passing another sand pit, 
‘« Thera are fairies at the bottom of our garden, and here’s the ‘ something ' 
grotto.” Sung in deep Irish, it sounded far more humorous than can here 
be shown. We lunched at the ‘‘ Fox,” and after a long nap, the rescue of 
a ear from a ditch, and the loss of Hector and Motley, we returned, tired 
but happy, to the old ’ouse. 
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SATURDAY, APRIL 7. 

The ‘‘ House " being practically deserted, I will endeavour to tell you 
a few of the happenings on the Rugger tour at Leicester. Bonzo gave us a 
good send off at St. Pancras by hurling Paddy’s and my bags over the barrier, 
assisted by David Kennedy, just as the train steamed out. Lunch on the 
train was an “as good as the G.W.R.’’ lunch. The afternoon game v. 
Westleigh was a hard one, though we were beaten by the large margin of 
30 points to 7, before a large crowd of spectators. After grub at Mark XI 
we journeyed to the Palace Theatre, and, since the hour is 10 p.m., some 
of us came out carly and journeyed to the Palais de Danse. After this I 
regret to say that I lost Paddy for some two hours. He showed some fair 
Leicester lady the “ way to go ’ome,’’ and then lost his own ‘ome. 


SUNDAY, APRIL 8. 


After attending the 8 a.m. service at St. Peter's, at least, after some of 
us had, the team spent the day inspecting Leicester and retired to bed early, 
with the exeeption of John, Paddy and inyself, who sat up very late arguing 
with a very argumentative Mark XI hosteller about Toe H and other things. 
Incidentally, I examined their diary and, though it was months behind, it 
made me very humble with regard to this poor effort. 


Monpay, APRIL 9. 


Cheers! The XV beat Stonygate this morning by a penalty goal, and 
again earned two very creditable press reports. In the afternoon the 
‘“ punting °’ section, namely, Paddy, Dennis Arbor, Reg. Tucker, Bobbie 
Vanderpump, Paterson and myself, gave an exhibition. ‘‘ Six up ’’ in a 
very small punt at Aylestonc, we proceeded some four hundred yards before 
a large crowd of ‘'Easter-Monday makers.” Then Dennis saw two lady friends 
on the Bank, and with the boat nearly awash Paddy and I were relegated to 
‘* bow positions,’’ and the harem shipped. Submarines weren’s in it, as the 
punt shot to the bottom of the ‘‘ deep, deep sea,’’ with cheers from the Bank! 
After a universal change of clothing we were given a splendid send off by 
some of our late opponents. We met the warden, not on the train but in the 
refreshment room, and brought him home with us, and Oh! what a journey 
it was. Olli and Verdon doing a fast sprint down Bedford platform with arms 
full of ‘‘ Botteilles de Beer ’’! 

Tnurspay, APRIL 12. 

Toc H 1st VII through the first round of the Middlesex Cup by defeating 
the Southern Railway 2nd VIT at Raynes Park. We have two members of 
the VII in the ’Ouse to wit, John and Angus Cameron. 


Fripay, APRIL 13. 

Unfortunately the call of the ‘‘ Tic Toes °’ has taken several of our 
seven from their beds, where I should like to see them early, prior to 
to-morrow's great efforts. A Branch executive keeps John up in the next 
room! Good luck to the old House to-morrow ! 

SATURDAY, APRIL 14. 

Wild excitement and splendid vocal support on the line helped our Ist 
VII through the first two rounds to the semi-final. Here we unfortunately 
lost to MarkVII by 4 points to 3, in spite of several hard last minute 
rushes on our part. Two players to whom we owe a great deal are John 
and Ian Dey, who both played magnificently. We were all very disappointed 
but we'll get it next year; meanwhile let us congratulate Mark VII on the 
splendid fight they put up against Mark II in the final. Our 2nd VII found 
the Cup winners too much for them, and passed gallantly away in the 
first round 
TUESDAY, APRIL 17. 

Tubby and some dozen ‘‘ interested ** people visited us to-night accom- 
panied by Pat Leonard who broke away from the section and chatted with 
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us while the inspection proceeded. We hear that Tommy Clinch has invented 
a new hair oil, guaranteed to ‘‘ make ‘em run.” Bonzo had a bath to-night, 
and many things were found in the bath. 


WEDNESDAY, APRIL 18. 

Annual General Branch Meeling. A large crowd, over 70%, turned up 
for the Annual General to-night. With Olli in the chair the usual lengthy 
procedure was gone through, keen voting being a prominent feature!! 
George Kingston’s report must have sounded queer to anyone not well up 
in Branch work. Apparently we have two inmates in a well known prison ; 
one member of the Venture girls’ classes; and several dear boys who go and 
play with their sisters round the corner. At this point Pat blushed, but Ossie 
merely beamed that happy beam of his! Hector rolled up and down the 
mantelpiece several times while making an excellent maiden speceh to his 
constituency as Pilot. Someone murmured that he was the ideal man for 
all these young spirits, ’cos he knows the way there! ‘‘ Padre ’’ gave us 
an excellent résumé of the Unitarian question, and framed an excellent 
opinion for H.Q. from the Branch, which was sufficient for most of us humble 
ones. Some, however, evidently differed, and an all-night sitting was only 
just avoided. Afterwards Pat and Bonzo tried to argue about it, but you 
will realise that when these two get excited neither language is understand- 
able. Poor Angus, evidently thinking they were discussing Sandhurst or 
Brighton tried to chip in and got badly bitten front and rear. However, all’s 
well that ends well, and we seem to be quite a good, well-run Branch, in spite 
of John’s effort to explain the audited balance sheet. By the way, someone 
should have passed a hearty vote of thanks to John for the terrific amount of 
work he has put into the Branch this last year. 


THURSDAY, APRIL 19. 

Oxo has just been in to collect his ‘‘ dibs,” which he had left last night. 
He says he forgot to mention it then, but you will be glad to know that the 
existing “‘ pay as you live out-of-income stunt ’’ is a great success. In fact, 
the suggestion that the Dickson family pram be overhauled, and refitted with 
a dickey out of the profits, was met with some approval by the financial 


secretary. 


SATURDAY, APRIL 21. 

Our first Saturday without any Rugger! However an excellent team, 
captained by Olli, spent an energetic afternoon clearing the junk out of the 
garden, etc. Paddy spent most of the time playing at Indians round the 
bonfire. Dicko felt uneasy ’cos we heard that the newborn child on these 
occasions was usually roasted and consumed in ‘* Ould Oireland.’’ We have 
several ‘‘ executive members ”’ in the House this week-end. 


SUNDAY, APRIL 22. 

I journeyed once more to Leicester. so leave room for any contributions. 
(What the House would like to know! What is THE ATTRACTION AT 
LEICESTER ?). 


Monpay, APRIL 23. 

Nothing of note, save that Harcourt found difficulty in climbing over a 
table to answer an `‘ urgent °’ "phone ceall. Try ‘‘ Punko,’’ Mareourt, and 
then you could get under the table wilh ease! Good luck to Prof. who left 
us to-day for Buenos Ayres. 


TUESDAY, APRIL 24. 
I found Grandad Wilson sleeping peacefully in his bowler hat, in bed. 
My only advice to the old gentleman is to take more water with it. 


WEDNESDAY, APRIL 25. 
Harry Willink most ably explained to us how “‘ The lawyer robs both 
rich and poor.” 
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SATURDAY, Apriu 28. 


Sports Day at Queen’s Club! We didn’t shine, but we did our best in 
the circumstances. John was our only star, his 5ft. 6ins. carrying off first 
place in the High Jump! Complaints were made that Hector and the old firm 
bolted without paying the tax! What we want to know is, where was his 
striped umbrella? The L.A.C. starter told poor Dicko that he knew he was 
heavily handicapped and wished him luck. It is rumoured that the Dickson 
team is now in training for a mother and children’s race next year. Good 
luck to em! To-night was somewhat of a celebration, but we are sorry 
Grandad finds dancing such an expensive indulgence. Much cheaper to visit 
the up-to-date French flat, n'est-ce-pas? Bonzo also was at the flat and his 
very spirits rose. 

SUNDAY, APRIL 29. 


Once agnin I’m afraid I went to Leicester to see my relatives! However, 
Olli provided me with a master screw-driver on the way home and certain 
rooms in our Ifouse nre now better furnished. (Belsam celebrated his return 
by coming down disgustingly late for ‘‘ brekker ” to-day). 


MONDAY, APRIL 30. 


Return of Chignell from the sick-bed and Steele bivouacing in the lounge 
are items in to-day’s ‘' passing show.’’ I hear there was a ‘bus hold-up 
outside the back garden and a publie collection to provide Steele with a bed. 
WEDNESDAY, May 2. 

H. Secretan gave a really interesting talk on the ‘‘ Working Boy.” The 
slum problem is, without doubt, one of Toe H’s biggest jobs, the lecturer 
painting some appalling pictures of the “‘ London marshes.’’ An excellent 
sing-song, and a picturesque “' fling ’’ by Grandad, and his lassie Bonzo 
complete with Tam-o-shanter sent our Eastbourne visitors away with, at 
any rate a true idea of the Notting Hill Branch. 

Tnurspay, May 3. 


Angus lost his new knickerbockers, and other things as well. We think 
he may find a front tooth in Ian Dey’s leg if he examines him closely! A 
heavy thunderstorm drove our romantic ones indoors from the ‘* back 
verandah ” that is fast becoming popular. 


Fripay, May 4. 

The weather still very warm and even white flannels are blossoming. 
Bonzo and Paddy played tennis at the Commodore to-night. We hear the 
proprietress told Pat not to let his little boy pick the flowers!! 


Saturpay, May 5. 


Once more I leave this space for ruder hands than mine to fill, whilst 
I commune with nature in beautiful Surrey! (The following is from the 
pen of old inan Oswald). Some of our members are trying to play cricket 
at Barnet, whilst other optimists are trying to make a Bethnal Green 
audience believe they are actors. ‘‘ Tilly of Bloomsbury ’’ was tried out 
at St. Matthew's Hall and apart from the fact that the audience laughed 
in the wrong places all went well until Paddy arrived on the scene; then our 
trusty Irishman trying to be a Scotchman produced such an effect that 
several people, I am told, had to be carried out. Nothing else of note 
except the usual rough house in the train on the way home during which 
Bobby Kenyon made a most undignified exit at the British Museum. 
Monpay, May 7. 

We are glad to welcome Mad Charlie back to-day, but regret the 
departure of Hugh Chignell for five weeks rest cure. 
Turgspay, May 8. 

Poor Grandad, no doubt he’s going fast. He vows by his beard that he 
took water with his lemon tonic last night, but I regret to state that we 
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found him this morning snoring beneath both his sheets, with but a hard 
and hairy blanket ‘neath his decrepit old spine! Maybe he’s getting used 
to the roughness of his “‘ kiltie.”’ 


Wepnespay, May 9. 

Attended the Drama League’s excellent performance of “‘ The Admirable 
Crichton ” to-night! So touching were some parts that both Grandad and 
Belsam left their ‘‘ soles ” in the train coming home, a revolting practice 
inaugurated by our `‘ liquorish ° Pilot after a rugger supper! (Freddie 
should try vinegar and sugar). 


‘ 


Taurspay, May 10. 
Grandad’s left lung started to go! If he Witt stand over gratings directly 
after dress parades he deserves pneumonia. 


Fripay, May 11. 
A Branch committee ‘‘ sat on the Pilot, and called Grandad to their 
midst. 


SATURDAY AND SunpDay, May 12 anp 13. 


I don’t think worse things ever happened at sea than at Sheather’s 
farm near Hastings this sad week-end. Certainly such gales n'er lashed the 
waves as whistled round my head this Saturday night. Six of us journeyed 
to the spot where Sheather cultivates his rotundity. He fed us as no chief 
ever fed his king! All congrats to our fat cook! Olli was evidently worried 
and had terrible *‘ breeze up,’’ hence my sleep was not untroubled! Ken 
said the massage we gave him was doing him a world of good! Paddy, who, 
when not eating, was polishing his black shoes and brushing a neat blue 
suiting, obtained a very favourable impression of English village life! We 
returned indecently overfed hut very happy withal. 


Monpay, May 14. 

The House Meeting at 9 p.m. was remarkable for two extraordinary 
grouses by Grandpa. The first I will not repeat here, but the second, I 
believe, has caused a profound stir at 2nd June. 


Tuespay, May 15. 

As I was at the dress rehearsal of ‘‘ Tilly ’’ at the Century I can only 
say what went on there. The true diarist should have been there as press 
representative, but owing to his absence I will only say that we spent a very 
pleasant evening with the Author, in readiness for the grim business on 
Friday. 


WEpDNESDay, May 16. 

A party of German schoolboys visiting England were our guests to-night. 
They came accompanied by two of their masters, Mr. Dickoff, Major Slessor, 
and Barkis. After a very joyous supper party the usual ‘‘ Cook's tours "’ of 
the House were made, Barkis explaining the story of the Chapel in German. 
Before the actual Guest-night Barkis explained the Lamp, the Ceremony of 
Light, and the Initiation Ceremony, in German. After Dr. Dickoff had 
spoken, Barkis told the ever-new story of Toe H, breaking into German when 
things wanted a particularly lucid explanation. Then the German Headmaster 
spoke and sct before us as fine an ideal of International Brotherhood and 
Co-operation as one could ever wish to hear. After prayers in the Club 
Room our guests showed us in no uncertain style how to sing community 
songs, as well as giving some delightful examples of their own folk songs. 
The only other item of incident was the very late arrival of the Pilot in full 
evening dress(!!!), and after we had made a species of triumphal arch down 
the front steps for our visitors we were in an excellent position for the ejection 
of our non-resident members and some of them made very undignified exits. 
During these proceedings Hector very skilfully hid himself, and possibly 
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it is just as woll. David Kennedy said at the closce that it had been a 
memorable evening. I would go one further and say that it was an unforget- w 
table ovening. 


Tuurspay, May 17. 


Ascension Day. Nearly all the house rose at 5.45 a.im.(!!) and pro- 
ceeded to All Hallows for the Corporate Communion at which the attendance 
was a record. 


Tripay, May 18. 
The first night of ‘* Tilly of Bloomsbury "' at the Century Theatre. The 


cast were tremendously braced by a congratulatory telegram from Ian Hay 
wishing us all the best of luck which arrived just before the curtain went up. 


Saturpay, May 19. 


At the second performance of *' Tilly of Bloomsbury ”’ at the Century 
we were delighted to welcome Tubby and to hear him give a short account 
of the Appeal in the interval after the first Act. The sight of him and 
Bonzo in his assumed role of curate leading the singing of Rogerum after- 
wards was one not readily forgotten. 


Sunpay, May 20. 


Everybody, especially the actors, very much “ morning after the night 
before-ish.'"’ Those two shady characters Dey and Bobby Kenyon, part of 
whose lurid past was dragged up on Friday night, decided to have a mixed 
tea party and gave a “* carte blanche ” invitation to 2nd June. Fortunately 
for the larder only three of those bright young things accepted it! 

Monpay, May 21. 

Departure of Swinehine for somewhere in Essex. Good luck to him! 
Then in the evening the return of Marcourt Brown from Birmingham. This 
latter came certainly as a rude shock to the House. 


Wepnegspay, May 23. 

A fine talk on Canada by Mr. Golledge. His slides were particularly 
good and I am afraid our lantern hardly did justice to them. 
Tuurspay, May 24. 

We were very pleased to welcome Mrs. Bolitho to-night to the 
anniversary service in Torquil’s Room. 
Fripay, May 25. 

Most people off for Whitsun week-end. 


SATURDAY, May 26. 


Paddy and Billikin stewarded Children’s sports in Battersea Park. We 
would like to know what the attraction was down there, because up till now 
this has been regarded as one of Tommy Clinch’s preserves. 


Wepnesbay, May 30. 


We spent a heavy evening under the ewgis of our two legal knaves (David 
Kennedy and Fleetor). We were supposed to be amending the Constitution 
of the Branch, but only Grandpa attempted to oppose this mighty pair; 
when, however, a division was taken he voted for the mnotion!! As acting 
Branch Sceretary I suppose he thought it his duty to keep the meeting 
going as long as possible. 


Tuurspay, May 31. 


Nothing much doing except progress by the Scouts. It is rumoured that 
Fuzzled Freddie can now send two words per minute on the buzzer (on 
occasions). 
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SATURDAY, June 2. Jol Ea 

A glorious day! Three of Mark I, to wit—Cameron, «A Mund. ann 
and Mad Charlie—helped in the discomfiture of the Lone P > kara Eria 
at Barnet. We hear that Mad Charlie was in good form, 8 
spectacular fielding ! 

Monpay, June 4. ; oe 

Most of the house went to the Royal Tournament at Olympia. This 
show, I understand, was, as usual, excellent. 

TuEspay, JUNE 5. 

A Ladies’ Guest-night was followed by the final performance of ** Tilly 
of Bloomsbury ’’ at the Century Theatre. A distinguished audience included 
Barkis, Col. Grant, Rex Calkin, and Pat Leonard, the last named siving 
a fine talk in the interval after the first Act. What we should really like 
to know is, what is the particular attraction for Olli in the dressing rooms? 
WEDNESDAY, JUNE 6G. 

Most of the house visited the ‘‘ Daily Sketch *’’ works to-night but, as 
I was not there, I cannot pass any comments. 

Trurspay, June 7. 

Western District Guest-night at the Imperial Institute, on the Scott 
Antarctic Expedition, and a really fine show. 
SATURDAY, JUNE 9. 

We ragged through “ Tilly ” at St. Andrew's Hall for some Girl 
Guides. The cast seemed mad, mainly, I suppose, owing to the entr’actes 
of Croom-Johnson. Many suspicious rumours are about as to how the acting 
diarist spent the night afterwards, but I do not propose to clear myself by 
talking shop. 

Monpay, JUNE 11. 

Nothing to report except the “ Tilly of Bloomsbury ’’ company on the 
binge at the Tricity. 
TuEsDay, JUNE 12. 

Return of the diarist. He, however, has not yet sufficiently recovered 
from the dissipation of his holiday to be able to write the diary, so I will 
carry on for a bit. 

THURSDAY, JUNE 14. 

Tubby’s farewell at Aubrey House. Owing to the fickleness of the 
weather, orders were given and cancelled with amazing rapidity, though we 
finally assembled at Aubrey House about 9 p.m. and opened the ball with 
“ Pat McGuinty '’ and the ‘‘ Flemish Folk Song.’ Afterwards we marched 
very smartly back to the House under the command of the Warden. Several 
police sergeants took the salute as we passed Notting Hill Gate! 

Fripay, June 15. 

A large party from the House went to Waterloo to bid Tubby farewell 
at 9 a.m., and gave him a rousing send off. 
SATURDAY, JUNE 16. 

We were very glad to welcome Padre Luxton from Canada and Loane 
from Philadelphia, who are staying with us for a while. 
Monpay, June 18. 

Tony and I wrestled with the House accounts and did well to finish up 
only one *' bob "’ out! 
WepxEspDAY, JUNE 20. 

Most of the house went to the Holborn Automatic Telephone Exchange 
under the wing of Hector. Everybody tried to look intelligent, but very few 
of us could ask more questions than how long if takes to teach operators to 
give the wrong number. Some neat little notices reading ‘‘ Turn out the 
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light when not in use ” attracted Olli’s attention, but the guide hustled 
us on and there was no time for the repetition of the petty larceny of which 
the L.N.E.R. was the last victim on a return excursion from the Midlands! 
All this proved a thirsty business, and it is as well to draw a veil over the 
rest of the proceedings. Suffice it will, if I say “ business as usual ” till 
10 p.m. 

THURSDAY, JUNE 21. 


Nearly all the house running wild at 2nd June’s ‘‘ hop ” at St. Andrew's 
Hall, West Kensington. Possibly the greatest hit of the evening was caused 
by my somewhat misguided sister striking up the Wedding March. Paddy 
unhesitatingly seized the nearest female and proudly walked the Aisle! Was 
it only the cuckoo-clock that made Olli stay at 2nd June so long after the 
dance was over? 

SATURDAY, JUNE 23. 


John having got his new scout uniform, displayed the Kruschen feeling 
on Hampstead Feath and trying to imitate Grandpa (not our Grandad) 
finished up by barking his knees. What had he had for lunch? The intro- 
duction of the hose pipe to the garden has provided Bonzo with a new toy. 
SUNDAY, JUNE 24. 


The event of to-day was the special Service at St. Albans Abbey 
Church—we were well represented by John, Padre Tom, Harry Tait, F. W. 
Bain, and, of course, Hector. By all reports it was an excellent show, 
there being no less than eighteen banners present. David Kennedy carried 
our Banner. Our two transatlantic visitors were also present—Padre Luxton 
got a terrific hustle on, preaching at All Hallows in the evening as well. Jn 
the meantime the Mark I—2nd June Concert Party rehearsing for the Garden 
Fete made a horrible row in the Inns of Court Room. Finally we record 
the return of Grandad from Alderley Edge to-day. 

Monpay, JUNE 25. 


The erection of the Scout Tent in the garden caused a mild stir and 
Bonzo and Billikin spent the night out there. They slept so well that both 
were late up. It was fortunate for Billikin that Tony and I could not find 
the hose pipe at 8 a.m. on Tuesday morning. 

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 27. 


To-night was our meeting to discuss ways and means of contributing to 
the Endowment Fund. Harry Willink was not able to come so John stepped 
into the breach and gave us a most able account of the affairs which had led up 
to the need for the Appeal and urged us all to back it to our utmost. Bain 
and the Padre also backed John’s remarks. Eventually we decided on a 
week of ‘‘ Training ’’ and somewhat unwillingly, I fear, agreed to try our 
luck on the rich uncles. The Branch further agreed to try another “‘ show.” 
The result of John’s eloquent appeal was that by the end of the evening we 
had £118 promised!!! 

TuuRSDAY, JUNE 28. 

Supper at Mark VII and then a horrible affair, to wit, a rehearsal of 
the Concert Party in readiness for the Garden Fete. 
FRIDAY, JUNE 29. 

Frenzied preparations for the side-shows—Paddy and Bonzo trying to 
knock holes in a frying pan with a blunt coal hammer, and later the rapid 
demolition of a decrepit alarm clock to serve as “‘ The End of Time " were to 
be seen in the garden this evening; whilst I was commissioning Belsam to 
buy onions and turnips the next morning. 

SATURDAY, JUNE 30. 


What with the holidays and then late office work I’ve seen but little of 
the House, and still less of this ‘‘recorder.’’ But this evening after a real day's 
work(?) I arrived at the Fête at Aubrey House. By 10 p.m. I'd seen more 
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of Mark I than during the last month. My first impressions were of Paddy 
bellowing forth beside the Aunt Sally—but bellowing in his native tongue! 
Old and young ladies were running wildly asking if the fat-boy was raffling 
a pig or asking you to view the fat lady. After all, Pat, it was an “ English ” 
garden fête. Ossie dashing about trying to pilot some to the Concert and 
others to the gent’s cloakroom, and not being sure in his bewilderment who 
went to which (neither were the gents)!! Croom-Jolnson and Belsam 
trying to join the ‘‘ wee girls ’’ dancing Morris ‘‘ fandangoes.’’ Spite of 
all these adversities the show was a great success, and the final dancing on 
the lawn did in no wit remove the glamour! Billikin is to be congratulated 
on his first effort for four years! 12 p.m.—AlI] smokes and drinks have ‘‘ more 
or less '’ disappeared as we commence our training week — — ! 


Sunpay, JULY 1. 


The Training Weck started well with quite a lot of cash in the Swear 
Box in the first hour. Most of the house were rather on their best behaviour 
for this first day, though there were signs of relapse towards evening. First 
signs of spring in the Serpentinc—7.30 p.m. 


Monpbay, JULY 2. 


Again suspicious rumours about the acting diarist. Many want to know 
what the attraction is at Cannon St. that kept me out till 6 a.m. the following 
morning, but I maintain that ‘‘ Silence is Golden.” 


WEDNESDAY, JULY 4. 

The Ist anniversary of the descent on Pembridge Gardens by Olli and 
his merry men. We started with the Branch Corporate Communion at 
7.15 a.m. and a record attendanee. Then in the evening Victor Streatfield 
of Toc IH South Australia gave us an all too modest account of the progress 
of Toc H out there and went on to deseribe sheep farming; altogether a 
delightful yarn, despite John’s effort later in announcing that he intended 
to get *‘ a good speaker ” for a later Guest-night. 


FRIDAY, JULY 6. 


A Branch Executive sat on all sorts of things. Jumbo was called to the 
flock, and just as well, because his evidence at a certain critical moment 
only just prevented a free fight. 


SATURDAY, JULY 7. 


Olli spent a strenuous evening in the garden after some swimming, and, 
when he had finished with the hose pipe, the garden looked something like 
a swimming bath. 


SUNDAY, JULY 8. 

Olli led the bathing crew to the Serpentine. This is now more or less a 
daily effort! My first pipe for a week and then a 5/- trip home made me 
incapable of telling you more to-day. 

Turspay, Jury 10. 

“ Spud ”’ (Padre Spurway) joined his brother who arrived yesterday, 
and we learnt that Grandad was not the man in his youth we thought he was. 
WepyeEspay, JuLY 11. 

Grandad walking the banks of the Serpentine clad only in his coat 
caused great consternation among riders in the Row to-day. The old 
“ feller ’’ has no morals at all. 

TuurspDay, Jury 12. 


I think all our scouts are now able to appear in full dress ‘uniform, and 
a fine lot of boys they are too! 
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SATURDAY, Jury 14. 


Our annual cricket match at Fulham against the Boys’ Club there was 
a great suceess. Congratulations to Johnny Holden on his 59 runs out of 
our 84 total, (we lost by | wkt., thanks to some bad bowling on my part). 
An amusing feature, was the whole team, including Spots (when not dropping 
catches), bellowing at a small youth on the next pitch who was dreaming 
blissfully in the deep-field; everyone being under the impression that it was 
Dicko. However, the real Dicko was to be seen under a huge hat on another 
part of the field altogether. A fast ball, a grunt, and when the smoke cleared 
we saw ‘‘ pore ’ole Grandpa ” doubled in half and coughing wheezily thro’ 
his remaining lung! But it wasn't his lung that was hurt after all, so he is 
now himself again!! 
WEDNESDAY, JULY 18. 


Uncle Sam (Loane), our tame Yank, very bravely stepped into the 
breech of a *‘ speakerless ’’ Guest-night, and told us what his impressions 
of us were. As he is still unhurt you may judge we were all smothered in 
modest blushes. 

TuursDAy, JuLY 19. 


Mark II, and then some of us called on Regnal House, where a very fine 
fat Padre enlightened us on the Parliament for Youth that they propose 
holding in the winter. May we hope that the first act passed alters the 
Houses sitting to any night but our own Guest-night. 

Fripay, Jury 20. 


Dey left on a Cook’s conducted tour, but he left 2nd June and his 
trunk behind. 
Monbay, JUIN 23. 

In anticipation of meeting ‘‘ Young America ’’ we all went to The 
Brothers House for “ grub.” America, however, didn’t turn up, but we all 
spent an excellent evening. We should like to set ‘‘ Chippy ° on to our 
respected Chairman! 

WEDNESDAY, JULY 25. 

Col. Johnson told us all about Wormwood Scrubs, of which he is 
Governor. Owing to a Cheam Garden Fête requiring helpers, Grandpa had 
to hold the fort at Mark I alone. 

I’rRipay, JULY 27. 

Mrs. Wylie, Craig Wylie, and Paschal Dairs of the U.S.A. came to call. 
SATURDAY, Jury 28. 

Stir and bustle and the exit of rolls of blankets and veal from “ 24.” 
After Harry Tait had thrown the pickles down the station steps in a fit of 
temper and we'd missed the 1.50 we eventually arrived on our camping 
‘ sight ” at Barnet. The advance guard, playing cricket, were soon followed 
by Olli and his men—and a cook, or Water Borner (Bonzo). At the end 
of an hour or so at least one tent was up, followed by another and smaller 
erection. Soon after the cricket match, Bonzo was heard calling from the 
depth of his fire-pit for water to boil! Both our fat men, Harcourt and 
Hector, turned up in very indecent shorts and the party was complete. A 
cold supper, followed by cold pie, was served by the cook, who all the time 
had a roaring fire going, and was followed by cold tea. A camp fire sing- 
song was nearly spoilt by the voice of our Pilot murmuring “‘ Have you 
heard this one?’’ Fortunately Olli had brought the Harpic! 

SUNDAY, JULY 29. 

This is the earliest part of a day ever recorded in the annals. At 5 a.m. 
Paddy, who shared a very warm flea-bag under the open sky, arose with 
a cold in the largest part of his anatomy. He made a huge fire on top of last 
night's ashes which the ‘‘ cook ” had omitted to clean out, and finally at 
6.15 a.m. the whole camp war roused by the entry of Paddy with some real 
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hot tea; cheers! Those of us used to the hard floor objected strongly to 
these early hours, but were over-ruled. At 8 a.m. Dicko was seen emulating 
a New Year’s Eve entry at the Kit Cat Club by appearing somewhat bare 
in a rain tub. ‘‘ Enter 1928.’’ Owing to the shallowness of the tub—and 
Dicko’s mind—the photo cannot be printed. Finally at 8.30 a.m. ‘' cook ” 
had boiled gallons of water and we drank. ‘‘ Cook ’’ himself had poached 
eggs! We spent the morning getting well sunburnt, but even this failed 
to help us beat Mark VII in the annual cricket match this afternoon. We 
just lost a very exciting game by 3 runs. Tents were struck in true army 
style and the journey homeward of 18 very tired but “ ’appy ’ostellers ’’ was 
only marred by Harcourt leaving Ossie’s bag under the carriage seat. So 
like you, Harcourt, old egg! 


Monpay, Juty 30. 
Ossie spent the day in Regent Street trying to buy what he lost in his 
bag last night, before he goes round to 2nd June to-morrow night. 


WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 1. 

Fifteen schoolboys from Guernsey sojourned in the House. Spots slept 
in the Lounge with sundry hostellers on his feet. Paddy is wondering why 
he hasn’t been asked for more blood since his last transfusion. He asks 
me to say that the rumour that his last patient has sprouted horns and a 
tail is unfounded. 


FRIDAY, AUGUST 3. 

Even the poor diarist managed to crawl away for a quiet week-end. 
Bonzo once more on the operating table for blood transfusion. Unfortunately 
he burst in the night, and made a shambles of the Padre’s room. 


TuEspay, AUGUST 7. 

John had another bleeding to-night; it seems to suit him! The House 
Secretary wrote me two letters to-night, the first since his appointment! 
Wonders never cease! 


WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 8. 
The House seems lost without a Guest-night on Wednesdays. 


THURSDAY, AUGUST 9. 
Our Guernsey visitors stayed a night on their return from Amsterdam. 
Half the House were smoking large Dutch cigars!! Scroungers!!! 


Fripay, Auaust 10. 

Olli, John Mallet, and my humble (?) self dined with Hector and then 
we all adjourned to see ‘‘ Blue Eyes ’’ (highly recommended). Hector 
has an awkward habit of slapping his knees in time to the music and shaking 
like a barrel in the wind at every somewhat doubtful joke!! Shame, Pilot! 
And now I regret to say we had trouble going up Regent Street. After 
light refreshment we had much difficulty in getting Hector past the ‘‘ force ” 
to whom he seemed keen to present his bowler. So, in all good spirit, John 
called a taxi and we bundled Hector in, shut the door murmuring softly 
“ 75, Seymour St., W.” The taxi didn’t move and we jcered at a London 
taxi jibbing at the Pilot’s weight! But stay, a gruff voice said, ‘‘ You must 
get in yourself, gents. I ain’t takin’ no ‘ drunks ’ home!’’. Poor Hector! 
He blushed to the roots of his bachelor pate! Never did a more sober man 
ride in a taxi! 


SATURDAY, AUGUST 11. 


The House nearly empty for the week-end. Ossi took charge of both 
remaining hostellers ! 
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Tusespay, Aucust 14. 
Second day of the “ Air Raids.” We believe Dicko has sent the 
family into the country for the week. 


WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 15. 

P. L. Oliver on ‘* Ruddy Transfusion '’ drew a large crowd of *' visitors "' 
to our doors! Olli was called to an urgent case on the river at Shepperton, i 
where he seems to spend most of his leisure hours nowadays. 


Tuurspay, AUGUST 16. 

John and his office in full swing preparing for Rugger. Pat can type at 
least one letter per hour by now! By the way, keep Oct. 11th open. Mark I l 
are going to lift the Challenge Cup at the Toc H Swimming Gala. Book a i| 
seat now! (see Notice Board). di 


SuxnDayY, Aucust 19. 


Paddy and Bonzo doing house decorating at Carshalton Beeches. We 
consider our departing Warden sufficient ornament for any little nest. 
Return of Grandpa! 


Tuespay, AuGusr 21. 

In the unfortunate absence of houseboys the house may be seen at 
7.45 a.m.(?)—8.15 a.m. queueing up for bootcleaning kit. 
Tnurspay, AUGUST 23. 

Billikin had a severe liver and almost made his bed with himself inside 
it this morning |! 
Fripay, AUGUST 24. 


To our very great regret we said goodbye to-night to ‘‘ Uncle Sam 
(Loane of Philadelphia), who sets out for Tilbury in the early hours of 
to-morrow. Good luck and God Speed, Sam, we’ve thoroughly enjoyed having 
you. 


SATURDAY, AUGUST 25. 


Although not the ‘* 12th,” Grandad left for his shoot at Bisley. Instead 
of champagne and sandwiches he took good lemonade and a bath bun in his 
shooting bag (army haversack, khaki, one). Unfortunately the liquid refresh- 
ment got loose amongst his pyjamas. He ought to know that even the j 
American Oil Kings do not leave for the moors with their night wear attached 
to the carriage door. At Oxford Circus but he tried to practise on a 
moving target in the shape of his own hat ascending a moving stairs while 
he descended on the downward flight, but he is a poor shot on the wing. i 


Monpay, AuGust 27. 

Spots all resplendent in clean shirt and blazer at Notting Hill Gate . 
Station to meet his Mamma. The “‘ Skeet '’ always tells the truth save to i 
save a lady, Spots. Our congratulations to Bunny Stebbing’s office boy on 
his realistic impersonation of a lady from Finchley. 


FRIDAY, AUGUST 31. 

To-night we celebrated what was from our point of view at any rate, a 
very unfortunate occurrence. Tommy Clinch (“ The Runt ’’) takes on 
those responsibilities that mere man generally has to shoulder. Mrs. Bourgat 
gave us a dinner fit for a king's wedding eve, and after we'd pulled Dicko 
from under the table, some very shy, but very sincere, little speeches were 
“ spoke.’’ The bridegroom elect ‘‘ spoke '’ in reply and sat down covered 
in beer and confusion. Pat gave us a rendering of Irish airs in beer! The 
party grew somewhat hilarious and finished up by “ Pore old Grandad ” 
accidently squashing a tube of shaving soap in his pocket, which was 
hurriedly transferred to his ancient face lest it was wasted. Unfortunately, 
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I met him on the stairs still soapy, and so spent a somewhat sticky evening. 
Olli disgraced us at our “local” by taking his shoes off after his —nth beer! 
A tough night, but a good one, and all the very best to one of our few 
remaining old stagers, who was a real tower of strength to the old House, 
and to the Rugger Club. 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 1. 


Strains of the Wedding March and chimes coming from ‘neath Tommy’s 
door at 7 a.m. roused the House after its dissipations. ‘* The Runi '’ went 
happily off “ mit his Dutch boating tie on.” Cheerio Tommy! We are olf 
to our Second House Camp at Barnet, Olli to Carshalton, and of this you 
shall hear more! The Camp was a great success; possibly the addition of 
“ Fatty '’ Castle as a “ goad '’ added zest to our joy. The poor old man spent 
most of the week-end running or waddling in front of sundry fierce and half 
naked dagos armed from flag poles to carving knives. His Mother's exclama- 
tion: “* Is this my once-fat baby ?”’ is to be sent to a fat reducing firm for rail- 
way advertising. Grandad, emerging from a nearby hedge as ‘‘ Nature clothed 
in tent-bag,’’ was another event which was attacked by a battery of cameras 
(I hope to procure results soon). He was stung on the back by a wasp later, 
the only thing in Barnet’s Natural Beauty that was not unfavourably com- 
pared to “‘ ZUMERSET ’’! We were badly beaten by Kennington Branch on 
the Sunday afternoon, a splendid innings by Olli being a feature of the play. 
Scores: Mark I, 55 runs (Oliphant, 0); Brothers’ House, 103—3 wickets. 
WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 5. 

Father Douglas from the Calcutta Mission gave us some idea of the work 
the Mission is doing. In spite of a cabled blessing from Tubby we rather feel 
that the present day London Mark with its really low average age is not going 
to be very helpful to Father Douglas in his appeal for helpers in Calcutta. 
SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 8. 

The first Rugger Trial! 80 degrees in the shade! Two very fast but 
vory hot games on the newly arranged Barnet pitches. Our new material 
seems truly promising. I spent the week-end with Grandpa outside Oxford 
and we visited an old friend of Mark T in Francis Mathew, who is studying 
at the Theological College at Cuddesdon. Te hopes to be ordained soon and 
appointed to Barking Parish, which means, I hope, that we shall see some- 
thing of him again. 

Monpay, SEPTEMBER 10. 

Having taken over duties from John (who, by the way, has just done 
his first week’s work for the G.W.R.) Grandpa is nightly to be scen 
(9.45 p.m.—10 p.m. excepted) sitting in tho office muttering—‘‘ I got lot 
of work to do.—I tired; everything bally poor show.” 

SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 15. 

A splendid dinner, thanks to Mrs. Bourgat, and small beer, thanks to 
Ken Sheather and Paddy. ‘‘ Appy ’’ was good cnough to unveil the carpet 
sweeper (clectric) with which we presented Olli at the farewell banquet. 
Self made great efforts to appropriate the Dunhills we gave Olli but was 
frustrated. Grub was “ followed up ” by Hector and an excellent sing- 
song. But losing Olli is going to be a said blow to every one of us. 
Monpay, SEPTEMBER 17. 

Annual House Meeting with my unfortunate self in the Chair! Those 
who attended our last ‘‘ grouser ’’ will be sorry to hear that Grandad tried 
to pass the same motion again, with an amendment that *‘ their ’’ number 
be doubled. Shame, Old Man of Taunton! 

Tuespay, SEPTEMBER 18. 

A few of us were lucky enough to attend a farewell ‘‘ bachelor ' 
(question) party at George Kingston’s. Our fears for the *' pilot's ” dignity 
are now at rest, he lost every ounce to-night! It was a fine sight to see him 
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on the floor, head twixt Olli’s knees, making speeches marred only by an 
ailment, hic, of the throat. The whole party had their coats off when I 
arrived from the House Meeting, some paltry three rounds behind! Self 
appeared in somewhat unconventional attire. 


WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 19. 


A squad under the Padre with Croom-Johnson at the organ, saw Olli 
off for the scene of attack to-morrow. In the evening the Annual Branch 
Meeting was fairly well attended and Harry Tait was elected to the Executive 
in place of change of wardens. We were glad to see and hear a member from 
Sheffield, who attacked our worthy Pilot on the question of probationers. 
Cheers for F. Bain, of Liverpool fame, who is now a Branch Vice-Chairman. 


THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 20. 


A gathering around a carriage at Waterloo. Not to see Tubby off this 
time! The carriage windows were sticky with confetti, the platform was 
ankle deep in it. Our late warden off on his honeymoon, and run down at 
last by the pack who had studied his every movement since he left Notting- 
ham. All the best to the best warden Toc H could have had! It is a pity 
we found out the name of his hotel at Bournemouth; the whole house is 
posting loud P.C.’s. 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 22. 

First serious Rugger started to-day and we found the first two NV's 
not having to worry about unbeaten records this season. Still, an early 
defeat never hurt any club. The weather having turned decidedly chilly we 
resorted to our usual post-rugger practice and consequently the local ‘‘ flie *' 
shares rose. Two casualties, Bobby Kenyon with a smashed nail and Dicko, 
who, after a strenuous game of rugger, fell down the Pavilion steps and 
injured a fetlock. 

SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 23. 

Our first Sunday “ sans Olli,” so Paddy and I cleaned the light globes, 
while a squad chopped wood in memory of the Old Man. 
Monpay, SEPTEMBER 24. 

Self off to Holland! He spent to-day murmuring “ I got pack.’ 
“I got go continent.’’ 

TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 25. 

Plenty of porridge for all, now that Self is away eating Limburgers 
and Dutch maidens! 
WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 26. 

George Kingston, our excellent Jobmaster, gave a splendid résumé of 
our ‘‘ work ° (speak gently) and the meeting closed with a discussion on a 
Branch Social Survey. Harry Tait new (under permanent, fixed, warrant) 
Branch Sceretary, etc., spoke in public for the first(?) time. Well done, 
Harry, don’t let them rush the executive into anything until they are sure 
of it! 

THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 27. 

Our hospital “ students 
Fripay, SEPTEMBER 28. 

Hector departed for a week at Mark IV. We tremble to think what 
a state our souls will be in after a week without his steadying influence. 


! are slowly returning to the fold. 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 29. 

A splendid effort by the Ist XV in beating Old Brightonians! As I 
spent the week-end in Leicester I must merely hope the House behaved as 
it should, and didn’t eat too much of our late Warden's excellent wedding 
cake. Incidentally, I met Whatmore, a Leicester member, wearing one 
of our 1/- ties from the canteen. 
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WEDNESDAY, OcrToneEr 3. 

Scout night and a good night, too! A large crowd of local Scouts 
turned up to hear our Padre and other noted speakers, who discussed Toc H 
and Scouts. We were awfully glad to welcome Gilbert Williams, who, 
amongst other good works, obliged with ‘' Father's Picture.” 


THURSDAY, OCTOBER 4. 

Four of us went down to see the Oliphant Home at Carshalton. He 
hasn't changed much, but seemed to have replaced the worried look he 
wore for the last few weeks to one of subline peace and happiness, all 
of which bodes ill for the new Warden. 


SATURDAY, OCTOBER 6. 

Once more the “ A” XV game was scratched by our opponents! 
But most of us played somewhere, and after our evening meal we took 
ourselves (Bobbie Kenyon took more than himself) to our Concert Party's 
show & la Venture. Though few could understand what he said, the 
audience thoroughly appreciated Paddy. Tears flowed fast under Bonzo’s 
excellent rending of *‘ A Monastery Garden.” Our hopes that Ossie’s 
entrance as interrupter would be misunderstood by the local audience were 
dashed and he was allowed to sing his piece with Pat. Croom-Johnson’s 
facial expressions were nearly as good as his paino playing. Wuizarp! (Be 
quiet, Chignell!). 

Sunpay, OCTOBER 7. 

We are glad to see Dye here again(?). Some of us remeinber him as 

Dey’s partner in mischief long ago. 
Monpay, OCTOBER 8. 
Commencement of a busy week for London Branches. 


WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 10. 

Our night at an excellent performance of ‘‘ Berkeley Square ” by the 
Drama League. We feel that had Chig been in the place of * Peter 
Standish ’’ in those days he would have at once been burnt for repeatedly 
calling “ Wizard.” Great was our joy at meeting Olli and Mrs. Olli at 
the show; we hope he behaved better going home than did Belsam, Dicko, 
and Effe Castle. 


Tuurspay, OCTOBER 11. 

Swimmina Gata. To our great joy Mark I brought home their first 
“not.’’ After a nerve-racking last length we just got home, with Mark II 
a close second, in the Branch and Group Cup race. The cup, presented by 
Overseas members, now adorns our *‘ lounging place.’’ May it be joined 
by that other apple of London’s eye, the Seven-a-side Cup!! 


FRIDAY, OCTOBER 12. 

Paddy and Strawberry Quin off to their (now nightly) performance 
in the cast of the ‘‘ Prisoner of Zenda.” They guard the bar or something, 
and fight over favours from the leading “‘ lidy.” 


SATURDAY, OCTORER 13. 
Victories by both the lst and “A” XV brought raised hopes to our 
rugger officials (we rear them in groups in Mark I). ' 


Sunpay, OCTOBER 14. 
“ Where was Ossi when the top landing light went out?’’. 


Monpay, OCTOBER 15. 

Dicko forgot to send off a certain P.O. (this is only hearsay), and a 
uniformed inspector of Police nrrived to see him to-night!! Hector wasn’t 
the only member who flinched when the door opened to admit the ‘‘ Arm ”! 
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WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 17. 


Col. Robinson told us some of the ‘‘ joys ’’ of life on the North West 
Indian Frontier. Croom-Johnson who has recently joined the band 
(mounted) of the H.A.C. is not going out as ‘‘ chief piano wallah ” to 
King Amanullah, as rumour had it. A counter attraction in Tubby at 
ee House drew the presence of the ‘‘ Olliphanis and other notables ”’ 
to-night. 


Tuurspay, October 18. 
With great regret we said goodbye to Cmdr. and Mrs. Bourgat to-day. 


The best of luck to them both. At the same time we extend a very hearty 
welcoine to Major and Mrs. Broad into the family. 


SATURDAY, OCTOBER 20. 


At this point the Diary was taken over by Peter Quin, Tony being now 
much occupied as a warden. 


Sunpay, OCTOBER 21. 


Some of us had a shot at tidying up at the back, and after Croom- 
Johnson had got over his first fears of the animals in the undergrowth we 
managed to make it more like a garden. Tubby’s first Sunday at All 
Hallows after his trip. 


TUESDAY, OCTOBER 23. 


Return of “ Rip Van Winkle ”' from a Dutch honeymoon. His first 
words—'‘ I, Wilson, very tired.” 


WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 24. 
Padre on the ‘‘ League of the Lamp of Maintenance.” 


SATURDAY, OCTOBER 27. 


Both Ist and “A” XV at Berkhamsted record victories as did the 
Extra A.” But when we returned home our joy was shattered. Grandad 
has returned as he went to Holland but — — — without a soul! Humble 
hostellers bowed before his decrepit old figure as it tottered out to-night! 
On his aged bosom sparkled a white shirt “‘ dickey,’’ where usually rests 
a woolly chest protector! His aged head was adorned with a “ tile ” that 
we've scen before! With tight and gleaming shoes on his withered feet 
and an evil smelling ‘‘ gasper ’’ ’twixt his palsied lips, he set forth for the 
West, that haunt of vice! Alas, for the sirens of Soho, long ere he reached 
their portals and dance halls he stopped and entered — — — Hush!! Even 
Dicko broke down and sobbed for his aged Grandad’s soul!! We can but 
sigh, and loudly ery— A Baty, BALLY, Poor Suow! 

Monpay, OCTOBER 29. 

The House was pleased to hear from the laundry that Mr. Goodwyn 
has now been thoroughly cleaned. ‘‘ To cleaning Mr. Goodwyn — 6/6.” 
Effie is here; he hasn’t stopped cackling aud swaying his corporation for 
the past hour! 

WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 31. 

Mr. Armstrong gave us an account of the methods used in the Borstal 
system of training. I will refrain from making tho usual remarks about Old 
Borstalians in the House! 

SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 3. 

Splendid results of rugger to-day! Congratulations to the Pembridge 
“ Liveryman ` on his appearance in the Ist XV. 

SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 4. 

A more or less quiet day spent by the Warden and Self with Olli. We 
are glad to hear that the late Warden suceceded in making Self do a spot 
of work for once in his life! 
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Monpay, NOVEMBER 5. 


te hasty Sub-round at supper resulted in a noisy, if not spectacular, 
firework display about 11 p.m. Allen found it rather too hot(!!), whilst 
Ossi’s venerable head gear was given the happy dispatch ! 


WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 7. 


We spent a hectic evening discussing the ethics of gambling with the 
Rev. Cartwright Adlard; the speaker came in for some strong opposition 
from Raspberry Quinn and Halpin; whilst any doubts we have ubout Self’s 
morals were finally dispelled, and we know now that he has a private 
bookmaking business somewhere in the West! ‘‘ Bally poor show!’ 


THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 8. 

At supper at Mark VII to-night we discovered that our ’ouse was to 
be raided by Tubby to-night, so engagements were rapidly cancclied and 
guides returned to the House. Tubby duly arrived and “ inspected ” the 
Scouts, and took his guests for a rapid tour of the House. This is his first 
visit since his return. 


SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 10. 


Self has the laugh to-day!! The London Scottish defeated our “A” 
and “ B ” despite the efforts in the latter ense by the referee (Ossi), and 
piled up over 80 points between them. This evening we lit the Lamp at 
Evening Prayers, and the wreath was placed on the ` Unknown Soldier's 
Cross.” 


SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 11. 


The house paraded in force at St. Peter’s at 8 a.m. and then Armistice 
Day was spent in various ways. Most of the house wont to All Hallows. 


Mownpay, NOVEMBER 12. 

To-night we beheld the pleasant spectacle of our Pilot fust asleep for 
apparently hours, on end, in the lounge. I suppose the rigours of the 
previous evening at the Harlesden meeting were too much for him. We 
were very pleased to welcome Stubbs to the family to-night. 


TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 13. 


Joseph the Houseboy is to be congratulated on his ‘‘ wizardry ” (shut 
up, Ginger) at the Post Office in extracting all the stamps in the machine 
for 14d. He complains that in the scuffle that followed he only snatched 
four stamps!! Pat says everyone pinched stamps from the ‘‘ wee feller ’’! 
Och! 
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WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 14. 

Tony has discovered a new method of dealing with late risers! He 
experimented on Grandad this morning by taking his big toe and twisting 
if until he fell out of bed. “ Three Marks Ball ’’ at last! Al bathrooms 
full. This Most unusual! Dicko, very excited, has just rushed off to take 
his — er — er —Oh anyway, rushed off to the dance! No doubt Spots 
is waiting at Notting Hill Gate for his Mother as usual. Good Boy, Spots. 


THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 15. 

Only two ‘‘ casualties "’ after the dance, one of which was Tony and 
the other, I understand, was Bonzo who returned home * looking white 
and pink,” as the Major expressed it. Western and North Western District 
Guest-night at Regnal House. We had some very good singing both solo 
and community, followed by a topping speech by Tubby. We then finished 
up with prayers, after which we returned to the back of the hall to do our 
best to ‘‘ clear ’’ the food from the counter, as was requested, but we found 
the task too big despite the fact that all ‘‘ eats ’’ were reduced in price! 
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Sunpay, NOVEMBER 18. 


Spots set off this morning to meet a lady friend, who took him along 
on her motor-bike to see Tommy Clinch. At about 4.15 p.m. Spots rang 
up to say that they had broken down on the Portsmouth Road on their way 
back. He was very distressed, as he had asked another lady to meet him 
ab Marble Arch at 4.80 p.m. Sclf very nobly came to the rescue, and set 
off for the Marble Arch and asked all the ladies standing there if they 
were waiting for Spots. He at last found the required lady and brought 
her along here. We all did our best to entertain her until Spots arrived 
full of apologies and explanations at 5.30 p.m. The house, having settled 
down once more, is again disturbed by first the appearance and then the 
cackle of — — — “ EFFIE "I!I 


Mownpay, November 19. 


We are sorry to hear that Bobby Kenyon is in the wars again with a 
poisoned leg, and hope he will soon be able to take a little nourishment. 


Turspay, NOVEMBER 20. 


We expected the air to turn slightly blue this morning when Padre 
was called by mistake at 6 a.m. instead of Tommy Parr. Our fears vanished, 
however, when Padre came down to breakfast smiling. It was a sight not 
to be missed to watch our Wizard Chignell leave here to go to a dance 
to-night, with a tall tile on his head and “ plus-Oxford ’’ bags on. A letter 
arrived here to-day for the “ Rev.” H. W. Wilson. Are we given to 
understand that Self is trying to create a good impression with the postman! 
WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 21. 

Capt. Henderson, M.P., was our speaker to-night, and he gave us a 
little idea of what an M.P. has to put up with and also a very interesting 
speech on the general routine of the rnembers of the House of Commons. 
The questions that followed, by, (I think, he must have been) a Scotsman, 
and various members of the house caused a good deal of mirth. 
THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 22. 

We are very anxious to know what happened to Self last night. He 
was seen to leave here in the bad company of Effie to go to the latter's 
house for a game of bridge. Nothing more was seen or heard of him 
until 8 o'clock this morning when Tony found him knocking at the back 
door In Hrs Pysamas!! Of course, we can only think that Effie is the 
cause of this ‘‘bally poor show.’ 


SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 24. 

Effie ard Billy sct off for the Zoo this afternoon. They have just 
returned, Tifie looking very tired after giving all the children rides, while 
Billy was still seratching when he returned! I suppose they are both 
lucky to get back at all. 

Sunpay, NOVEMBER 25. 

Having placed Spots pyjamas in the hall together with 
his shoes, ties, ete., “‘ for sale,” Spots brought a likely buyer along in 
the shape of a lady just before lunch. No business resulted however, despite 
the excellent way in whieh Messrs. Celanese Ltd. dressed the ** window.” 
Johnny Holden (our window dresser) leaves the House to go into * digs ”’ 
to-day. We are not rid of him yet, however, as he is coming in to see 
us about seven times weekly. It was a grand sight to watch old Self leave 
to go on a route march with the London Scottish complete with kilt, ete. 
showing his ‘‘ wee bra’ legs.” 
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Tugespay, NOVEMBER 27. 

‘* Toggy comes to stay,” and to collect money owed by various mem- 
bers of the House for watches and various other valuables left on “‘ tiek.” 
We wish him every success in retrieving his money. 
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WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 28. 


At the General Meeting to-night Tony Cooper was elected to carry the 
Lamp at the Birthday Festival and Hugh Wilson the Banner. 


THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 29. 


Ossie wanting volunteers as usual, but this time to get the ‘‘ dance 
a? . . . 
hall ”’ ready for our guests on Saturday night, our guests being the King’s 
Own Guardsmen. 
Fripay, NOVEMBER 30. 


Self insisted on coming down to breakfast in his pyjamas this morning, 
but after about ten minutes argument in the hall with Tony, we were able 
to avoid another ‘‘ bally poor show.’’ The House Committee are very 
anxious to know if our Guardsmen guests are going to turn up in army 
boots and ruin our parquet flooring! 

SATURDAY, DECEMBER 1. 


Tne Guarns' Dance. We thought Spots was tall, but he was a mere 
infant in arms compared with some of our guests of to-night. The 
Grenadiers from the Tower came in force, but, unfortunately, most of them 
without partners. S.O.S.’s were sent to 2nd. June and other places where 
young ladies can be found; and, with Croom-Jolinson & Co. providing the 
music and Ossie as principal fuse-blower, all went well. Some well known 
Mark I figures were to be seen in strange habit to-night. Self was cutting 
most elegant capers in the uniform of Sir Harry Lauder. The Warden 
flitted about with large red stripes down his trousers and a pair of rusty 
spurs, whilst Tubby was very anxious to know who the corpulent Yankee 
traffic cop was (Bravo! Effie). 

Sunpay, DECEMBER 2. 

The ‘‘ doctors ° found it necessary to issue a bulletin this morning, 
as the Warden was ill. It stated that the temperature was 108.6. Silence 
was maintained throughout the day at the request of the ‘‘ doctors,” Dawson 
of Penn and the world famous Dr. Johnnie Walker. 
Monpay, DECEMBER 3. 

No bulletin was issued to-day, as the “‘ patient 
little exercise by going to the office as usual. 
TuEspay, DECEMBER 4. 

Dear little Dicko is unable to speak to-day, as he is smoking a pipec. 
He complains that the bowl is full of water, and wishes to know if this 
is usual. 

WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 5. 

Our speaker to-night was ‘‘ Sawbones,’’ who has just returned from 
America. We are very glad to welcome him back to Mark I and hope to 
see more of him. 

SATURDAY, DECEMBER 8. 

It would be useless for me to try and describe the events of the weck- 
end concisely, so I will give only a few impressions. At the Albert Mall 
we heard a good deal of M-A-R-K ONE, and saw the lads under Spots 
shifting furniture in hurricane style. In the pageant it is rumoured that, 
Ashfield was one of those who was responsible for nearly dropping the 
Roman Governor. After the show, the house and its guests proceeded to 
have a Birthday Festival. Paddy entertained at the piano and later obliged 
with a dance, but in this respect he was completely overshadowed by Ossie’s 
Dad who was generally younger than his respected(?) offspring!! 2 a.m. 
and so to bed! 

SUNDAY, DECEMBER 9. 

At 7.35 we were off again per L.G.O.C. for All Hallows and the 
morning was spent receiving relays of visitors. The ‘bus which Bonzo and 
Ossie conducted round the Marks was dealt with in record time. Incidentally, 
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was able to take 2 


these two did some wholesale profiteering by filling the ’bus to its utmost 
so that Bonzo had to hang on to the tail lamp and Ossie was perehed on 
the radiator. The family gathering at Bunhill Row was a great show but 
the usual oceurred on the way home in that Effie sprinted down Pembridge 
Gardens in his stockinged fect! 


Monpay, DECEMBER 10. 
Enter Effie shaking like a jelly fish and asking for work. 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 12. 


Tubby’s birthday celebrated at the Albert Hall of course. Lord Plumer 
took the chair in the absence of the Prince of Wales. More cries of M-A-R-K 
ONE were to be heard both in and out of the Albert Hall. 


SATURDAY, DECEMBER 15. 


We are getting very anxious to know what is happening to Self. He 
has always led us to believe that he is a confirmed © woman hater,” but 
to-night we had proof to the contrary. A certain French lady, whose name 
was Yvonne, rang up to say that Self had arranged to meet her at the Café 
Royal for dinner, but he had not arrived and had left her stranded there 
without any money. As Self had gone to a dinner at the London Scottish 
we gave her his telephone number. Mrs. Broad played the role of 
‘Yvonne " very well; in fact, if C. B. Cochran had been present he would 
have given Mrs. Broad a part in *‘ This Year of Grace.” Self now wins 
the title of Dicko’s (HOT) Rival. 


TUESDAY, DECEMBER 18. 


Our Xmas party to which ladies were invited. If Dicko was wanted 
to-night ho was to be found standing under the mistletoe in the hall. The 
offer of a seat was declined after being there for over an hour. We were 
jolly pleased to see Mr. and Mrs. “‘ Olli ’’ present. Three cheers for Major 
and Mrs. Broad who dished up a really topping dinner. We had a match- 
box race, at which Dicko was the cause of his side losing. He was squatting 
on the floor, next to a lady of course, and when he got the match box on 
his nose he put his ‘* fiz ’’ to his partner’s face and gazed into her large 
blue eyes. They were both (or at least Dicko was) admiring each other 
for about five minutes, during which time we were able to pass our match- 
box up and down the line about three times. Chignell deserved the name 
of “ wizard ° in the lemon and spoon race, which was another of our 
attractions. I am afraid I was not present at the cock fight as I understand 
one has to take one’s shoes off for this game and, having got holes in my 
socks, I conveniently slipped it. Bonzo acted as Father Xmas and gave the 
presents away. He is now a life long friend of Self’s, as he gave him six 
presents to everybody else’s one. The less said about Dicko’s gifts the 
better. We finished up with a dance at which Effie disgraced himself 
terribly. After each dance (if one can call an elephant’s trot a dance) Effie, 
not content with having trampled on his partner, flung her across the room. 


WEDNESDAY, December 19. 

Lapies’ Guest-nicut. Mark I is apparently turning into a L.W.H., 
as there has been a continual flow of ladies for the past two days. We 
were greatly honoured by the arrival of Tubby. Spots is to be congratulated 
on the way in which he conducted the community-singing. 

THurspbay, DECEMBER 20. 

The usual party leave to attend rehearsals of ‘‘ The Rising Generation 
at the Venture. 
THURSDAY, DECEMBER 27. 

The House is gradually filling up again, as the Xmas Holidays are 
over. Tiveryone seems very ‘‘ turkeyish and plumpuddingish ”’ and EFFIE 
looks exceptionally ‘* beery *’ too. 


Bl 


———— 


Sunpay, DECEMBER 30. 


Dicko and Co. went for a walk in the Park this morning and we had 
the greatest difficulty in keeping him off the see-saws and the swings. 
Another pleasant(?) spectacle was to be seen in the Lounge. The WARDEN 
and Sccretary fast usleep in the most uncomfortable chairs in the place and 
snoring alternately. 


The original manuscript for most of January has unaccountably 
vanished. At this point however the writing of the Diary was taken over 
by Huen Witsonx (whom they call Granpap). Despite his alleged aversion 
to any form of work, he has been induced to perform this task in self 
defence, and libellous references to him will, from henceforth, cease. 
SATURDAY AND SUNDAY, JANUARY 26 anD 27, 1929. 

It would not be meet to write at any length of the Branch Quict Weck 
-end at Pierhead House, Wapping. The experience of this comradeship 
of silence will remain in the memories of those who went. Most of all it 
served to remind us that our House fs built upon a rock—“ that behind the 
ebb and flow of things temporal stand the Eternal Realities.” Our very 
grateful thanks are expressed to the Padre for organising and running the 
show, and to our Hosts at Wapping and their selfless staff, for their 
hospitality. 

MONDAY, JANUARY 28. 

Bad news, boys. Our Warden disregarded his nurse’s advice and got 
shut in Kensington Gardens after the closing of the gates. We suppose 
that he’s gone to join Peter and the Never-never Boys. We can imagine 
him finding much in common and having long cosy chats with the crocodile 
who swallowed the alarum-clock. 

TUESDAY, JANUARY 29. 

Tony turned up at breakfast: we opine that Peter sent him back. 
(Trouble about Wendy, Tony?) 

WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 30. 

The demon flu’ descended upon us in common with many of our brethren 
and our remarks are from hearsay only, in consequence. Ronnie Grant 
spoke on the Distressed Mining Areas at our Guest-night this evening. We 
hear that his talk produced a great impression. 

THURSDAY, January 31. 

Another performance of ‘‘ The Rising Generation '’ at St. Peter’s went 
off with the usual éclat. As far as a day can be eventless in this House 
this appears to have been so. 


SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 2. 

Toc II drew with Orpington 3-3. John and Tony upheld our honour 
(this expression is mere poetic licence—anyhow they were the blokes from 
Mark I who weren't dropped this time). John hied him to Wapping for 
a quiet week-ond. Billikin started the day with long draughts of Castor 
Oil. Hugh was heard to exclaim languidly ‘‘ That deserves n fair comment,” 
Wo think however that it probably spoke for itself! (For further informa- 
tion address an unstamped envelope to Billikin). 

SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 3. 

Soveral ’flu convalescents littered about the place. The Warden once 
more found pressing business in Leicester. Effie Castle shared our humble 
board during the day. Ve helped in the preparation of the Branch Accounts 
all the afternoon—which was a successful device to keep the beggar quict. 
Monpay, FEBRUARY 4. 

Our Ossie down with ‘flu. What will the Warden do without him? 
Nasty work at dinner to-night with the breakages box. The Warden will 
be able to get that new suit soon. They say that Croom-Jolhnson has got 
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a fox-trot published. There ought to be a law against this sort of thing. 
Anyone so much as mentioning “‘ Eyes of Iorget-me-not Blue,” is to be 
thrown to the Warden’s bulldog (Bless him). 


Tusespay, FEBRUARY 5. 


A bad day for diurists. After getting over that Monday morning feeling 
we look about for fresh worlds to conquer—except Billiken who often has 
a Tuesday morning feeling too. 


WepneEspay, February 6. 


Most of us went to see the Drama League’s performance of ‘‘ The 
High Road ” at the Cripplegate. We congratulate the Drama League on 
a splendid show. As usual there was much unorthodox behaviour in the 
train on the way home. 


THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 7. 


Paddy has started polishing his ancestral shillelagh in anticipation of 
Saturday’s match at Twickenham. 


Iripay, Fesruary 8. 


Paddy is reported to have filled the head of the Shillelagh with lead. 
The other item of world-wide importance is that J. C. White took 8 for 126, 
and won the fourth Test Match for England. This is a final reply to those 


who say (and they are legion in Mark I) ‘‘ Can any good thing come out 
of Somerset.’’ 


SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 9. 


One or two Rugger results. Toc H “ B ” ably led by Mr. A. T. Cooper 
defeated a Leytonstone team nominally ‘C ” by 25 points to 3. Tony 
apparently agrees with the late Mr. Milton who said “ That ’tis better to 
serve in hell than to reign in heaven.” The match was refereed by one, 
Castle. Of this the less said the better. Ireland beat England at Twieken- 
ham and Paddy probably wont get over Saturduy evening for a few days. 
Tony apparently mistook the Oxford Street escalator for the Winter Sports, 
and slid down the shute between the staircases. We understand that he 
has now found out what the bars across this space are for. We could have 
told him that this was not the place to revive the art of sliding down the 
bannisters. 


Sunpay, FEBRUARY 10. 


Most of the inmates together with Effie and Cogni (and Cogni’s dog) 
took a walk in the Amersham neighbourhood to-day. A pleasant stroll but 
hardly quiet. At the start most of the party, apparently under the impression 
that they were beagling (due possibly to the presence of the hound afore- 
mentioned) gave vent to shouts and merry jest. The silence of the last 
three miles however was broken only by Billiken’s sotto voce mutterings. 
Hector came in this evening in a chaste new suiting—a beautiful sight. 
Billiken walked round him in ecstasy, conning points. 


Monpay, Fesrvary 11. 


Angus Cameron came in to-night and we were glad to see him. He 
is at present engaged in vending penthouses of an agricultural nature: in 
other words he sells a very pretty cowshed. 

Tuespay, FEBRUARY 12. 

Shrove Tucsday and most steps were taken towards the Hoxton Baths 
where Tubby was giving his Pancake Party. The Kid was appointed to 
uphold our fortunes in the Panenke Greeze, and the poor little beggar has 
been shivering all day at terrible tales of maimed bodies being removed 
after these orgies. However, with tail well up, and uttering short excited 
barks, our pup hurled himself heroically at the delicacy and succeeded in 
retaining almost the entire pancake. He was bitterly disappointed at not 
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being allowed to eat it. And so the trophy of victory comes to Mark I—a 
U.S.A. dishonoured bank note dated 1864—no, Croom, its absolutely value- 
less, so its no good trying. Our warmest congratulations to the Kid. At 
an exclusive interview he told our correspondent “ Yes, I’ve always been 
pretty good at getting any sort of grub: I trained for the greeze in the 
evening, after doing my homework: Uncle John is going to take me to watch 
the trains, as a treat for getting the pancake.” Coney—up from Somerset— 
joined us to-day: we give you good-day sir. 


WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 13. 


Ash Wednesday—an air of gloom hangs heavy o'er the land. No longer 
does the smoke of the burnt offering rise to heaven; the bubble of the briar 
is heard no more in the land. For the word has gone forth—'‘ No smoking 
in Lent—Not even Abdullas,’’ and we are as bricks without straw—as 
incongruous as a teetotal Belsam, or a Billiken without a liver! Tubby 
made one of those rare visits of his to our Guest-night to-night. Mr. P. L. 
Oliver, speaking on the Lutine Bell gave us an extremely interesting evening. 
Spots announeed that we are to provide All Hallows with a Choir for two 
months; we ask no more of life than to see the Warden in a surplice: the 
suggestion is made that the Doctor should give the * bass ’’ solo, but it 
is feared that his syren-like boom would disorganise river trafic. The 
rumour that Spots is to turn out in cope and mitre is not confirmed, but 
we have hopes. 


THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 14. 

One thing about this non-smoking is that we are spared Allan's tobacco; 
the air is almost fit to breathe to-day. The Mouse came in from an Artist's 
Rife Dinner to-night. He had soaked his hanky in good nut-brown; an iden 
of some little merit—this makes nose-blowing a pleasure. As the arbiter of 
House etiquette we would mention a matter that has been brought to our 
notice. Tho facts briefly are these. One Goodwyn, a youth of (as yet) 
unblemished reputation, while engaged in showing a visitor round tlic House, 
was gratuitously assisted in this Office by one Powell—about whose reputa- 
tion we forbear to comment. Whereupon the said Goodwyn quoth; 
“ Lookee here, Hector, are you showing this bloke the House, or am I?” 
(Hector, it should be remarked, is the name by which the eo-respondent is 
known to his intimates—by reason of his physical resemblanee to the Trojan 
gentleman of the same name!). We would eall the said Powell very strictly 
to order; dash a bloke who shows another bloke’s visitor over the house!!! 


Fripay, Fepruary 15. 

Mrs. Broad made a welcome re-appearance after ‘flu. The Padre is 
the latest starter in the temperature stakes, and is leading the field with 
a fino score of 108.2. The Executive Committee met in dark and secret 
conclave to-night. Our congratulations to Worcester and Bill Goodwyn 
on their election as Branch Members. 


SATURDAY, Fenruary 16. 

The frost still holds, and all Rugger is cancelled in consequence: at 
this calamity John sat down by the waters of Paddington and wept, and 
would not be comforted: so he's gone to the West County for the week-end. 
The Warden has adjourned to Leicester, so Croom has at least a sporting 
chance of getting some breakfast to-morrow! The rest of us graced and 
disgraced the Round Pond this afternoon. Our supermen Cogni, Allan, 
and Billiken, were prominent in swinging a skilful skate: others however 
were not quite so successful: Spots, after early failures adopted the base 
expedient of being pushed round by two acolytes: this was alright until the 
acolytes, Harry Tait and Strawberry, caught sight of a fair skater in the 
distance (yes the one in the tartan skirt, Strawberry): they moved off to 
investigate and the unfortunate Spots rapidly became once more recumbent. 
Paddy was a ‘‘ broth of a sight me chaps, Ochone °! The only thing was 
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that the keepers became anxious for the safety of the ice, with our Goat 
crashing on to it at frequent intervals (it was only two or three feet thick), 
Dicko slid round looking thoroughly miscrable and we assume therefore 
that he was enjoying himself. 


Sunvay, FEBRUARY 17. 


The Round Pond and Ruislip Reservoir were again great attractions. 
We were unfortunately not present but we are informed that even Dicko 
looked comparatively cheerful. Belsam, as ever, putting first things first 
pattered away to lunch. 


Monpay, Fegruary 18. 


The breakages box came round to-night and we had inadvertently 
omitted to feed late: muleted of this blood money, and are so depressed 
thereat that our muse is dry. 


Turespay, February 19. 


As upholders of public order, we feel in duty bound to express ourselves 
most strongly about the grim events of this evening. Tor the frosts came 
and the pipes froze and 2nd June had no baths: so Tony, ever the perfect 
gent, offered to place the Gloria Swanson bathroom at their disposal. Now 
we are nothing if not fair, justice and clean fun are our pillars, and we admit 
that 2nd June must bathe e’en as we ourselves. Tar be it from us, to decry 
in them this Godly habit—but dammit, when a bloke finds, (his room 
having been used as a changing room,) that the bed is covered in powder 
of a peculiarly pungent perfume, the place literally heaped with hairpins 
(for what purpose in these shingled days, Heaven knows) his brushes 
strewn with unappreciated tresses—and the place generally a shambles— 
well its a bally poor show! ‘‘ This sort of thing ’’ as Hugh Chig says “ gets 
me right down. (Rumour has it that before the great cleansing, Dicko 
was making veiled enquiries as to whether L.W.H. members liked their 
backs scrubbed!!! We forbear to pass comment on this.) 


WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 20. 

The subject of our Guest-night to-night was a talk on London’s Under- 
ground by John and Oswald, illustrated by lantern slides and a number of 
charts (by kind permission of the Westinghouse Brake Company—wigs by 
Clarkson’s). Up till now we had never seen anything funny in London’s 
Underground but John and Oswald contrived to make it amusing. A spice 
of variety was lent to the entertainment by the fact that, owing to human (or 
Middlesbrough) error, we might be seeing a slide of the latest pattern rolling 
stock, what time John chatted unconcernedly about rush hour crowds, or 
Ossie interposed remarks about Dead Men’s Hands. John, in a few felicitous 
phrases, thanked himself and Oswald for their talk! Worcester and Bill 
Goodwyn were initiated into the family (aided by as pretty a bit of mar- 
shalling by Hector as we’ve seen). The spectacle was also enjoyed of Hector 
upstanding and asserting to all “‘ his probationers ’’ that he expected to 
see them at Fulham Guest-night on Friday, presumably under the pain of 
Pilotal disapproval. 


Trurspay, Fenruary 21. 
Croom has at last decided that he may as well be hung for a sheep as 


a lamb: he didn’t get up until after breakfast was over this morning. Our 


representative did a Florence Nightingale turn in the sick room this evening. 
The Kid, Dicko and Bertic at present inhabit it. Mrs. Dickson came round 
to-day and washed a complaining but powerless Dick-Dick. Bertie on 
being threatened with similar cleansing fled to some distant fastness and 
remained until the danger was past. The Kid also escaped, by successfully 
feigning death. 
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Fripay, FEBRUARY 22. 

The day started eventfully with the publication by the Warden of a 
document purporting to be the Quarterly House Accounts. These caused 
some discussion and are reported in our City Column! They have since 
been removed from the board. We understand that some exception has 
been taken about our remarks under Tuesday, the 19th. It has been officially 
denied that L.W.H. bathed here at all. We accept these facts and profier 
our apologies if any umbrage was taken over our comments. (But wait 
till I get hold of the dirty dog who smothered my bed with powder). In 
the evening to Fulham to hear Dr. Browne give his illustrated talk on 
“ The Old House ’’: a really excellent cffort. 


SaturDay, FEBRUARY 23. 

Still no rugger so the Ist and ‘‘A’’ XV’s came here and had their photo- 
graphs taken. The vision of Effie looking for the dicky-bird was one long 
to be remembered by all who witnessed it. Billiken nfter concentrated 
study disposed himself in such manner as to produce a bulging bicep; 
then by taking a series of tremendous breaths he furthered the impression 
of tremendous strength. The pictorial result of these mancuvres will 
probably be akin to a puff-pigeon in full puff! Dicko went off to con- 
valescence in a Daimler saloon. 


Tuespay, FEBRUARY 26. 


The Warden on the tiles, though not in the tile: someone clse was 
borrowing it so Tony went bareheaded. 


WEDNESDAY, Froruary 27. 

Notable in the first place for the final demise of particularly noxious 
form of seed bread, which has remained uneaten sinee Sunday: believed 
to have been contrived by a relation of the Padre's—henee the term 
“ Garaway Seed.” Gilbert Williams gave us a treat at the Guest-night 
to-night. His talk was a real vintage one and we had the biggest crowd 
of the season—75 people having turned up. 


Fripay, Marcu 1. 

Retribution, ever swift upon the evil-doer, strikes now upon Hugh 
Chig.—the smoking renegade. For to-day he shamelessly appeared smoking 
a cigarette the while the faithful few gnashed their jaws and bit hard 
upon empty pipes. However, all decent men turn in horror from this 
shameful spectacle: he stands pilloricd for all to sec. Spots, complete to 
the last cuff link, turned out in full regalia, including the House Tile— 
and a huge and solid looking bunch of tulips (alleged). The actual 
destination of this unusual buttonhole is a matter of great conjecture. Belly 
Sheather spent his last evening ashore with us and sails to-night on ‘‘ The 
London Shipper ’’ bound for Philadelphia. We bid him Godspeed. 


Sunpay, Marcii 3. 

A Play of no Morals. Scene: Mark I Breakfast Room; Time: 9.18 a.m. 
Enter: the Warden’s Bulldog, bearing bacon and a sheepish look: sits L.C.: 
The Warden (Horatio Cooper) places blind eye to teaspoon and looks at 
clock: clock now shows 9.19 despite basilisk stare from Horatio who remains 
mute. Chorus of slaves break into refrain “ There’s a little Coffee Stall, 
far, far away.’ The voice of a diarist is heard discussing corrupt practices. 
Curtain. 


After the presentation of the above nothing is ineredible—Croom for 
some reason unknown calls it ‘‘ inery.’’ But then Croom is often a little 
queer! John however is a strong adherent of the old school and says so. 
As the two reasoned together John picked the unfortunate Croom up and 
dropped him. Somewhat extensive abrasions resulted and Croom was 
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mystified and rather proud to find out that his clavicle was bust. A police- 
man's lot is a happy one but a Padre’s appears to have its compensations. 
A visitor waited below to-day for the Bishop: enquirics as to identity revealed 
none other than ‘' The Virgin of St. Peter's.” We wish our sporty parson 
luck. It is said that Dicko (who returned to-day) is to head a list of 
prospective ordinands. 


Moxpay, Marcu 4. 


Belsam leaves us to-day to achieve that measure of concentration 
necessary for the passing of inal Examinations. Our best wishes go with 
him. 


TueEspDay, Marci 5. 

The Warden has been down to All Hallows again “ on business.’ 
Whilst we have every respect for the Warden's piety, it seerns a little 
difficult to believe that devotional exercises in mid-weck are the cause. 
They do say as how Tubby's Secretary—but let us leave it at that. 


WEDNESDAY, Marcu 6. 


The Warden’s blind eye was stretched again this morning, as Patrick 
bore in a skilful kipper at 8.444. Captain Haywood nobly filled a gap 
in our Guest-night Programme to-night. His account of life in Kenya was 
really engrossing. Our strong silent man, too, has his own way of dealing 
with lions. Apparently the method is as follows—look the infuriated 
hanimal calmly between the eyes, and wait till it springs: leap lightly 
aside, at the same time extending the gun butt or umbrella, and trip the 
beast up: it then falls on its face and breaks its neck. We are grateful to 
Haywood for a most entertaining evening. The Guest-night was a jolly 
affair—a real family show. Tubby, David Boyle and Sawbones looked in, 
and chatted: we were also pleased to welcome Rowbotham of Rosario. 
John Mallet and Hugh Chig have been elevated to the House Committee. 
This is a fitting tribute to Hugh—the prettiest light-extinguisher of his age. 
John of course regards all committees—well we can hardly publish John’s 
best remarks on the subject, here. 


Tirurspay, Marcu 7. 


A welcome visit from Alan Dye, who is going on tour in South Africa. 
We wish him the very best of luck. 


Fripay, Marcu 8. 


Not much of moment to record for to-day, except that Saywell (Sago) 
of Nottingham has come to spend a few days with us. We make him 
welcome, but trust that the house will still be in its state of pure “ spatless- 


ness ’’when he goes. 


Saturday, Marcu 9. 

The gentleman called for the 'eads to-day, and carted off an assorted 
stock of bison, buffalo, rhino, and dodo. Dicko however escaped by hiding 
in the chapel; as no one thought of looking for him there! Paddy starts 
his summer holidays to-day: we shall miss his cheery face in the mornings, 
and his gentle touch and voice (sic) awakening us. 


Monpay, Marcu 11. 

Tread soft my masters, for the grim spectre of ire gegy stalks abroad : 
The pangs of Tantalus (deed.), of the agony of a centipede with corns, were 
as nothing to this. For Bobby ‘‘ Talk ’’ has a sore throat: that gay prattle 
is for the nonce stilled: no more is that stream of advice, admonition, 
objurgation, description, definition, (ete. ad infinitum) heard in the land. 
And now that our two champion discoursers are hors-de-combat, a deathlike 
silence broods — — — for Effie too has been suffering from laryngital 
fatigue these many days. 
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WEDNESDAY, Marcu 13. 


Dr. James Fenton, the medical officer for Kensington, spoke at the 
Guest-night this evening: he contrived to make his subject of real interest. 
Tubby appeared, accompanied by his Aide Ken Matthews and a large retinue 
whom we were very glad to welcome. 


Fripay, Marca 15. 


Those happy souls who were in the office (yes, the office) on this very 
eve, can now surely say their Nunc Dimittis. Life can hold few more 
attractions for them—for they have seen the * hat’?! — — — Winston 
hides his head—Mr. Lincoln and his accomplice Mr. Bennet, shudder and 
turn pale. Never has the House seen such sartorial sensation! T'was 
Hector my masters, who introduced this objet d'art: not a bowler yet 
scarcely a topper: it yet had something in it of both: in addition we found 
traces of the following—cloth cap, policeman’s helmet, fireman’s ditto, 
Guardsman's busby, London Cabby’s ‘at, toque, cricket cap, and Homburg. 
It simply beggared description: Croom said ‘‘ Absoligh inerigh ’’: we do not 
approve of the phraseology but it seems to meet the case. 

Sarurpay, Manrcn 16. 


A few more records gone by the Board: for the first time on record 
Billiken has not only managed to get himself up in the morning but actually 
woke Bonzo up too. We commend this habit of early rising—in theory 
it is irreproachable! 

Turespay, Marca 19. 


To the Brother's House to-night with the Warden to sup: there noted 
one or two amenities: suggested adopting these for Mark I to the Warden: 
Warden passed 'em off with one of those short casy laughs. We shall hear 
more of these anon. To start with, what about boiled onions for dinner? 
Historians have eulogised the onion: Doctors and Nurses, Film Stars, 
Football Pros, and Boxers have testified its merits. Write to your M.P. 
about it. Those persons interested in the subject should write to Tony 
about it. 


WeEpDsNEsDAY, Marcu 20. 


Quite a cheery Guest-night to-night with Mr. Vincent Lloyd Jones 
as our chief speaker. Iis talk on the Bar and Barristers was highly enter- 
taining. 

Fripay, Marco 22. 


Ruthless in placing responsibility, yet are we quick to appraise virtue. 
And here is matter deserving of our commendation. For to-night our table 
groaned beneath Joads of onions—and what onions my masters. Large 
onions and luscious. We think that this innovation may be the result of a 
hint dropped in these pages awhile agone. It should be mentioned however, 
that our remarks there were writ in no reproachful spirit: nothing was 
further from our thoughts than criticism of the cuisine: our cooking was, 
is and will be excellent—but we have to grumble at something! We were 
inundated this evening with loads of furniture: desk followed table in richest 
profusion, and the Padre was to be seen prodding a friendly bookease, and 
taking it for his own (—the old soldier!) The furniture proved to be a gift 
from Captain Haywood—to whom we record the House’s real gratitude. 
An original Toe H job was afoot to-night. Langford from Cambridge, who 
was spending a few days with us, Miller, and several others were distributing 
bills in the neighbourhood on behalf of the Federation of Boys’ Clubs— 
the new gamc—pushing posters into pubs. This seems to necessitate ‘‘ ’aving 
one for the good of the ’ouse,’’ and only strong men can perform. 
Saturpay, Marcu 23. 


Oswald’s washing came back in a matchbox this week (his dickey only 
goes every other week.) Is it that our Ossie’s underwear begins to rival 
that of a débutante—oh Oswald !! 
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SunDay, Maron 24. 


We voice the heartfelt sympathy of the Family to Tony who has lost 
his Mother, and to Mrs. Broad, whose Mother is dangerously ill: such 
sympathy is none the less deep, in that it remains, for the most, unspoken. 


Monpay, Marcn 25. 


We had the pleasure of secing Barkis at our Guest-night to-night. He 
was in great form and told us of the progress made in the scheme of inter- 
county visits of Gertnan and English schoolboys. He also deseribed his own 
trips in Germany and upon ascertaining fromm him that the beer was above 
reproach, several members of the House have decided to spend their holidays 
on the Rhine! We also had visitors from Denmark, France, Greece and 
Kuala Lumpur—lF.M.S.—who gave us their impressions and ideas about 
Toe H. A jolly good evening. 


Tnurspay, Marci 28. 


The exodus for Easter has commenced. The Rugger Team goes to 
Leicester, and with it our Rugger stalwarts. A perspiring diarist betakes 


himself westwards, and leaves the tale of this odyssey in the capable hands 
of Efħe. 


SATURDAY, Marcu 80. 


Effie meditatively wipes the back of his hand across his mouth, scratches 
his head, and takes up the tale. ‘‘ We embarked at 12.80. On arrival at 
Leicester, after a surprisingly quiet journey (and perfect table manners 
in the dining car) we were joined by the Kid from Bedford. In the afternoon 
we played Leicester Toc H, and beat them by 22 points to 8. They were 
reputed to have a dark horse at scrum half, but the Kid effectively disposed 
of any such idea, by grinding him well in the dust. Billy, I regret to say, 
nearly started another Great War, by using a cave-man’s hand-off. The 
sight of him, fanning his arms in the breeze and knocking their serum-half 
out, was reminiscent of Quecns Park Rangers at their best. In the evening 
to the Green Lamp, (play not pub). Quite a good show; we saw Raspberry 
from afar. As he did not turn up in the bar, we can only conclude he has 
signed the pledge. (How are the mighty fallen). On return to the Mark, 
our hopes were crushed, he had arrived. (No we did not have to look for 
him this year). Thence to an early bed. 


Sunpay, Marcu 31. 


A quiet morn; most of us went for a walk. Billiken, meanwhile, was 
flicking an incredible ball, if half his lies are to be believed. The afternoon 
was spent as the morn. But, in the eventide, what merry pranks. Paddy 
and Billy went with the Ethel M. Dell crowd, and arrived back carrying en- 
chanting picture postcards. 


Monpay, Apriu 1. 


In the afternoon we played Westleigh and lost by 16 points to 8. The 
Kid was once more the hero of the match. Rumour has it that one Nancy 
on the touch line, inspired him to battle. Who is Nancy? I am not in a 
position to reveal, but, on receipt of a postcard, I will endeavour to allay 
your suspicions. (I hear the Kid has asked her father’s permission, but he 
says the Kid must wait till his pocket money is a 1/- per week; John thinks 
this is a bally poor show, but is considering the dowry question. Paddy 
and I do sup early to bid the “‘ Bull’ farewell. At 7.28 we tearfully 
steamed out of Leicoster to the hectic abuse of Self, John (staying over- 
night on his way to Huddersfield) and the Kid, who was put in charge of 
the guard on the next train. At the last moment, six sex-appealists 
(feminine) arrived, fond clasps, and Leicester is left behind. Well here's 
dashed good luck to Mark XI for giving us such a darned fine time. And 
all the best to John for doing all the donkey work, as usual. 
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TUESDAY, APRIL 2. 


We offer our contemporary, Effic, congratulations on his literary style, 
and résumé. 


WEDNESDAY, APRIL 8. 


A joint Guest-night with Mark III to-night, at which the Bishop of 
Yukon spoke. His robust remarks werc in keeping with his physique, and 
afforded an inspiring evening. We were also glad to see a large contingent 
from the Poplar Group. 


SATURDAY, APRIL 6. 


The Toe H Seven-a-sides. The original M.S. has unfortunately been 
mislaid, so we can only record results. We lost to Mark II after a titanic 
struggle, by a solitary try—beaten indeed, but a glorious defeat, and better 
than most victories. Our warmest congratulations to Mark II in retaining, 
once more, the Dodd Cup. 


SUNDAY, APRIL 7. 


Glad to see Bonzo back, after his lengthy absence. We also take this 
opportunity of welcoming to our midst Lansdell, who joined us about 
Easter, Bel — — Ken Sheather returned to the fold, for a night, after 
his maiden voyage to Philadelphia. We rejoiced to see him looking so fit, 
but many were disappointed that he was not continually hitching up his 
bags, and singing “ Yo-Ho-Ho, and a bottle of Rum.” 


Monpay, APRIL 8. 

Paddy is a casualty from Saturday, and is limping about the House 
with a game knee. These however are honourable sears, and ecoinmmand our 
respect and sympathy, instead of that derision with which bodily ailments 
are usually greeted hereabouts. 


WEDNESDAY, APRIL 10. 

Lord Forster was to have addressed the Western District Guest-night 
here, this evening, but was unavoidably prevented. Our disappointment 
was palliated, however, by Gilbert Williams and Sawbones, who foreswore 
a long cherished evening together, and gallantly filled the breech. In the 
course of many such occasions, we have never heard Toe H more impressively 
expounded. There was a large, almost a record, crowd, of some 130 people, 
and it was a notable evening. 


Tuurspay, APRIL 11. 


On behalf of the whole House, we extend our very deepest sympathy 
to Major Broad, on his bereavement. 


SUNDAY, APRIL 14. 

The Mouse and Croom returned to-day, the former jubilant at the 
success of his Regiment, the Artists, in the Telegraph Cup, and the latter 
not a little apprehensive at the prospect of impending toil—a new 
experience!!! 


Mownpay, APRIL 15. 

Croom returned this evening, exhausted. We congratulate him on 
starting work—mayhap it’l] keep him out of mischief. The Kid also showed 
his smiling face once more. Concurrently with this, Toggy brought him 
affectionate greetings from Leicester. We must all feel a little cheered and 
a little elevated at witnessing this charming idyll in our midst. It is our 
pleasant privilege to welcome Bossie, the Major's Sealyham, who joined 
us from quarantine this evening. We await with lively anticipation his 
introduction to Amos. 
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TUESDAY, APRIL 16. 

Another menace has appeared among us: another straw has been added 
to the camel’s back. This is a fell disease, and appears to have originated 
over the week-end, in the shape of a gramophone record, bearing the out- 


landish title of ‘‘ Halloluia, I'm a Bum.” The afflicted wander around, 
chanting a mournful dirge, of which the words fortunately are usually 
indistinguishable—the tune is sufficiently appalling. If this be a 


negro spiritual, then the colour problem is, indeed, insoluble. We write 
these words in fear and trembling lest at any moment this National Anthem 
of the Mentally Deficient shall, once more, assault our ears. The best we 
can say of it, is that it would offend the intelligence of a deaf lunatic—the 
worst can certainly not be committed to these pages. 

WEDNESDAY, APRIL 17. 

Another newcomer joins our ranks to-day— and a female to boot, of 
doubtful character and garish exterior, rejoicing in the name of “‘ Gilded 
Girtie ’’—if so be, one would rejoice at the possession of such a captivating 
putryonimie! Our natural courtesy inclines us to call it a bicycle, but 
common sense would impel us to describe it as the result of a shady liaison 
between a speed-track model and an ice-cream barrow. This beast was 
introduced by Coney, and flaunts the well-known blue and yellow of the 
Disunited Society of Potters and Potboilers, Limitless. We shall hold Coney 
responsible for its good behaviour. We finished the day with the Annual 
General Meeting. Bobby Hirst (whom we congratulate) was elected Job- 
master, vice George Kingston, resigned. The other officers were not so 
skilful in disposing of their appointments, and are much the same as last 
year. One noticed a tendency to self congratulation. We need to remember 
the immortal Robbie Burns, and seek “ The pow’r some giftie gie us 
To see ourselves as ithers see us.” Should this unexpected contingency 
ever occur, it would effectually dispel our complacent expressions. 


THURSDAY, APRIL 18. 

* Summer is, indeed, icumen in, Loud sing Cucku, tra-la!!’’ Bonzo 
appeared to-night, resplendent in a pair of very plus-fours. Look to your 
laurels, Billiken. Here is a foeman worthy of your nattiest 50/- Tailor 
outfit ! 


Fripay, APRIL 19. 

Not content with glazing pots, Coney must needs endeavour to desecrate 
his own vile clay. His bath to-night comprised, as near as can be ascer- 
tained, ‘‘ Parrish’s Food,” Lux, boot polish, razor-blades, tooth-paste, 
brilliantinc, and some water. The resultant glaze on this hapless youth, 
is said to have made the Ming Vase look like a jam-jar by comparison. It 
being Friday night, the Kid also had his bath. Impelled, no doubt, by the 
imminence of Summer (see above) he then proceeded to the lounge, failing 
however to comply with the usual formalities of drying or clothing himself. 
We should like to have obtained a photograph of Baby recumbent upon a 
cushion, but ‘twas not to be. 


SATURDAY, APRIL 20. 

The hiatus between the cessation of Rugger and the commencement 
of Cricket was bridged in various ways. Some of us betook us to the Lime 
Grove Baths, there to commence our preparation for the retention of the 
Swimming Cup. Yet others padded the hoof in Metro-land. Effie is reputed 
to have gono to see a Soccer match, but it is hoped that this news will be 
kept from John. Hugh Chig. came back last night, athirst for trumps, and 
complete with a queer-looking vehicle which, to save time, we will call his 
motor-bike. 


Sunpay, APRIL 21. 
The cherished extra hour in bed was falsely stolen by the ravages of the 
Day-light Saving Bill. Instead of that drowsy content, begat of 9.15 
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breakfast, we were prematurely summoned from our beds by the Warden 
with his ringing tenor:— ‘“‘ Awake, for Morning in the Bowl of Night 
Has flung the Stone that puts the Stars to Flight.” (Billiken says that he 
came into his room, and in a stentorian bawl (mark you) told him to “ get 
up, you lousy, evil-looking son of a — — — Oh! hush!) * To the Church 
of All Hallows, Barking-by-the-Tower, and there to sing right lustily."’ 
Pepys might so have described our effort at supplying the Guild Chureh of 
Toc H with a choir. This was the sort of thing which strengthens one’s 
faith in human nature. For we, indeed, did vigorously carol. Allan sang 
the wrong hymn,—but tien, we arc not particular. Away with these petti- 
fogging restrictions. As the Preacher said, let’s have Free Trade, Free 
Religion, Free Speech, and Free Cheers! (It has been pointed out that 
he made one great omission. He did,—but then perhaps he’s got shares in 
a brewery). Theo effect of cassock and surplice upon our motley (joke over, 
chaps) crowd, was, on the whole, beneficial, though Bonzo was disappointed 
that he couldn’t hitch his up, over the plus-fours. The Kid, of course, sat 
with the boys: they say, however, that his voice is beginning to crack! This 
would be a disaster. Of our performance, let us say that it was characterised 
by great vigour, vociferousness and volume. The super-critic might perhaps 
have noticed a lack of balance in the higher tones, and a slight labouring 
in the basso-profundo district. (There certainly was a sort of booming 
noise, but this proved to be Bill Goodwyn and Berry, who clung to their 
one note with commendable tenacity). But these were unworthy remarks. 
We opened our mouths and let ’er rip, snd the organ dash’d well had to 
follow. It was unfortunate that Bossie could not join us—he would doubt- 
less have kept us more in time, but we couldn't get a cassock to fit him. 
Monpay, APRIL 22. 


Alastair Dey, brother of Ian, left us to-day, after a sojourn of a fort- 
night. We wish him well. 


Tuespay, APRIL 28. 


We voice the deep sympathy of all, to Hector on the loss of his Father. 
WEDNESDAY, APRIL 24. 


Pressure of affairs, and ** letters to write ’’ have delayed an expression 
of our welcome to Bradford, who has joined us recently. Such welcome, 
though belated, is none the less hearty. Major Carver, M.P., Scerctary of 
the Toe H House of Commons Group, spoke at our Guest-night to-night. 
His discourse on Parliamentary procedure was jolly interesting, and evoked 
many questions. The fact of an M.P. actually allowing that his opponents 
might possibly be neither knaves nor fools was as refreshing as it was rare. 
After the Guest-night, a Choir practice took place, under the able baton of 
Spots. The terrific din which arose augured well for our next Sunday's 
performance. From a corner, there arose amid the tumult, a comparatively 
musical noise, which, on investigation, proved to be Coney performing on 
an instrument classically known as a ‘‘ gazook.'’ We find that Coney is 
among the World’s six leading gazookists, and glow with reflected glory. 
Whether the instrument will be allowed into a consecrated building is, 
however, a dubious point. 

THURSDAY, Aprit 25. 


The Major changed both rank and service to-day, when someone asked 
for “‘ the Admiral on the Water-cart.’’ This is an affront, not only to the 
Army (who said: ‘‘ Senior Service ''), but a personal slander, and probably 
actionable! 

FRIDAY, APRIL 26. 


Bossie and Amos had another passage of arms to-night. Bossie went 
in with a rush, hoping to land on the Cat's whiskers, but Amos slipped the 
lead, and got home with a quick right and left on the Scalyham'’s nose, 
tapping the claret considerably. Amos’s round! 
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SATURDAY, APRIL 27. 


Cricket Match v. St. John’s C.L.B. Played on the Little Scrubbs, on 
a distinctly fiery wicket. The fact that none of the team could play cricket 
did not deter us, and by dint of some fast but distinctly erratic bowling by 
Allan and Beresford and some googlies (save the mark) by Worcester, we 
got ‘em out for 52. Camshaft Coney kept wicket in incredible style and still 
more ineredible garb. The latter consisted of a Blackheath Rugger jersey, 
white braces and a battered bowler decorated with tram-tickets. Lansdell 
did some smart work in the field, and Dicko fielding over the boundary 
threatened to throw the ball in several times. Our innings was a spectacular 
one. In the terms of the Daily Press, it opened sensationally, two bats- 
men(?) being out with one run on the board. Beresford and Coney stopped 
the rot, the former played steady cricket, scoring 19 in 6 minutes! Coney 
managed to scare the bowlers with his menacing stance; Ossie made 17 in 
his best agricultural style; whilst Worcester hit the opposing Captain out 
of the field with his eyes shut. So we passed their total and were all out 
for 62. 


Monpay, APRIL 29. 


A hand that quivers with indignation and honest horror, takes up the 
pen for to-day’s record. We would write of cheerful things, haply we could. 
Not for us the sordid happenings of the Sunday Press—rather do we rejoice 
to pen the sunny side of things. But vice must be repressed, the canker 
exposed, that the surgeon’s knife of publie opinion may cut it from our 
midst. The facts then, are briefly these. One, Tony, pleading a headache 
this morning, did not, as usual repair to his usual place of business. During 
the morning, his movements are not in question, and the prosecution is 
prepared to allow that they were harmless. After partaking of a hearty 
lunch, the accused was joined by his co-defendant, one Broad, a Major in 
his Majesty’s forces, and the two repaired with such speed as the licensing 
hours permitted, to South Kensington. And, melud, it is here that the 
crime was committed: it has been established, beyond all possible doubt, 
without error, and in point of fact, melud (cries of *‘ Hear! Hear!’’), that 
the defendants did there visit a celebrated linendraper’s establishment, 
known as Barker's (cries of ‘‘ No! No!’’). Here these miscreants repaired 
to a ceremony, melud, known as a Mannequin Parade (cries of ‘ Hol 
Kfo!’’),—a spectacle, melud, in which divers invertebrate and tenuous 
females glide in and out for the display of various forins of feminine attire. 
Melud, me blood boils to say it, but ‘twas not even an ordinary mannequin 
parade, but a display of Crepe-de-chine (His Lordship—"* Is that the same 
as Creme-de-menthe "’) (laughter). (Counsel—*‘ Your Lordship is very 
good *’), of lingerie, corseterie, hosiery, of an intimate character,—in a word, 
melud, of undies! Can your Lordship survey with equanimity this horrid 
spectacle—a spectacle of these two defendants—I might almost say vipers, 
melud, meandering mid mannequins, slinking in silk and languishing in 
lingerie. (Loud applause during which a spectator, Dickson, was removed 
from Court.) Defendant, Tony, is alleged to be a bachelor, but Defendant 
Broad is a marricd man, and his weeping wife stands before you. Not 
content with the horror they had perpetrated, defendants, melud, then 
visited another establishment, known as Woolworth’s, and there purchased 
a small comb, which they took home, and presented to Defendant Broad’s 
unhappy wife, (who, melud, as I previously remarked, stands weeping 
before you) purporting that this was the sole object of their base expedition. 
Mclud, the facts are clear, the guilt is enormous. The defendants stand 
exposed before you, and in the name of justice, of decency and morality, I 
call upon you to pronounce the full penalty of the law.” His Lordship 
assumed the black cap, and the Court adjourned to go and have one! 
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TUESDAY, APRIL 30. 


F The house languished behind closed shutters, and n ‘' solemn stillness 
reigns.’ For reasons, see our Law Reports XXX, (Extra Strong) Vic. 
cap. II. Ap. 29th. 


WEpneEspay, May 1. 


An entertaining Guest-night to-night. We argued at length as to 
whether we wanted to have Guest-nights oceasionally, without invited 
Speakers, so that we could discuss Branch Business and jobs: Bobby Talk 
missed a great opportunity, as he got the first word in, and had a chance 
of going on all night—we should have thought he would have weleomed it: 
there was much oratory and the arguments came thick and fast. To the 
great disappointment of many, however, the debaters did not come to blows. 
The idea was eventually rejected. 


Tuurspay, May 2. 


A lone diarist ploughing a lone pen, and the witching hour was already 
past. <A foot on the steps, a key in the lock, a dark figure enters. No, it 
wasn't Croom or even a burglar, but Mrs. Broad coming in, only a little in 
advance of the milk. This is a good way of getting her own back on the 
Major over that mannequin parade! 


Fripay, May 3. 


The long arm of coincidence was stretched indeed to-day. The Warden 
complained of that sickish feeling (Mother—is your child fretful) and 
returned to bed, where the family physician diagnosed German Measles. 
It is also on record that Becky Sharp, one of our L.W.H. sisters (What Ho!) 
at 2nd June to-day also contracted the disease. One, of course, can talk 
about the long arm of coincidence—as indeed we have charitably donc. 
But about the House one hears mutterings of “‘ feet of clay *’ of Spiritual 
wickedness in high places. 


SatTurpDay, May 4. 


Once more we are attempting to demonstrate our Athletic superiority 
over the collective rest of Toe H in London—this time on the track. The 
third annual meeting was held to-day at the Duke of York’s Headquarters, 
and our stalwarts have been training manfully under the vigilant eye of 
Bobbie Talk, and have been regaling themselves on eggs and milk, and 
various other vitamins. Once more we just failed to conquer Mark IT, but 
until the last race—the Mile Medley Relay—were only one point behind. 
This was due lurgely to some great high jumping by John, who once more 
carried off the Individual event, as also Berry and Joe Webster. Bertie, 
Joe and Bradford nequitted themselves like men, in the mile, and won for 
us second place in the team event. Jolin, Billiken, Bertie and Coney again 
just failed to hold our formidable rivals in the long-jump, but a deficit of a 
mere inch and a half in three jumps was just the luck of the game. With 
Allan getting third place in the High Hurdles we were going strong, but 
just couldn't pull off the Cup again. Mark II again won the Fleming 
Trophy after a thrilling finish, and we congratulate them most heartily. 
With our handshake comes great resolve, and we will have a good shot for 
the pot next year. We haven’t done it this year but we’ve done our best— 
and all honour to our successful and unsuccessful competitors—and the 
game's the thing. Tony has been languishing in bed all day waiting for 
the spots to come out. We hope he will soon be better. 


Monpay, May 6. 


Croom was out-Johnsoned to-day: even Paddy was beaten by a sur- 
passing performance of the House Committee. The cock crew, the milk 
arrived, the Sergeant made his rounds, the sun rose, dispolling the mists, 
and shedding a general warmth (—oh! shut up), and Hugh Chig slept. 
The hours sped on and still he slept. The poor lad was tired out with a 
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strenuous night's bridge, and it ean only be conjectured at what hour he 
did actually rise. Tony not having erupted German measles, left for camp 
to-day. We shall expect him to come back bronzed and alert, and with that 
thirst effectually slaked. It is reported that Peter was wanted on the ‘phone 
fourtcen times this evening. 


Wepnespay, May 8. 

The Speaker at the Guest-night this evening, was Mr. Cecil Thomas, 
who discussed *‘ The Art of Making Money.” Contrary to expectations, 
this was not a scries of tips on how to win the Calcutta Sweep, but a lecture 
on coins and inedals. Oswald surpassed himself at the lantern, and broke all 
records, but, for a wonder, no fuses. 


Tuurspay, May 9. 


Bossie has taken umbrage at our remarks about his contest with Amos. 
He points out that his claret was not tapped, and that his foot (near hind) 
slipped just as he was preparing to exterminate his feline foe. We regret 
that the incident was thus misreported, and tender our apologies. A return 
match took place in the Linen Cupboard Stadium this evening. Bossie had 
matters pretty much his own way, and got in some snappy fore and hinds. 
His bag included two whiskers, part of an ear, and a casual carpet-sweeper. 


Fripay, May 10. 


We said good-bye to-night with real regret to Carrick Allan, who is going 
to spend a year at Hamburg. We shall miss that cheery countenance and 
athletic prowess. Apparently Hamburg life consists chiefly of friendly dis- 
course with the fraulein and the consumption of much munich. On behalf 
of the Family, we wish him well. 


Saturpay, May 11. 

Toe H Cricket Club opened its season by putting two teams into the 
sward. We were well represented in both and performed to advantage. 
Against the Old Finchleyans Walter Mason hit up a splendid 72. We 
congratulate this young batsman on an excellent innings. In the other 
match Peter followed his more celebrated South African namesake's example, 
and took 6 Rutlish School wickets for 32 runs. 


Sunpay, May 12. 


A peaceful and uneventful day, albeit very wet. Most people remained, 
but Hugh Chig, Berry and Billiken sallied forth to do battle in the qualifying 
stages of n competition for a cup with a completely unpronouncable name. 
OVERHEARD IN THE Dintinc Room: First voice.—‘‘ Effie’s sister is getting 
married this week.’’ Second voice.—'‘ Yes, and Effie is t-to be n 
p-p-p-page.’’ (Good old G-g-gerry!’’) Should this be the case, what need 
is there for a Brighter London Movement. 


Monpay, May 18. 

Oswald and his merrie players hied them to the Latimer Road Mission, 
and there perfarmed—your pardon, sirs—presented ‘* The Crimson Cocoa- 
nut.’’ Our Oswald himself out-Sherlocked Holmes as a sleuth, whilst 
Walter Mason in an anarchist disguise, concealed that guileless countenance. 
Dunean’s role was a bit obscure, but his composite attire consisting of Frock 
Cont (so far as memory serves), Dicky, dirty dish rag and—apparently— 
ammunition boots, lent colour to the scene! 


Turspay, May 14. 

To-night in Perth, Western Australia, the Australian Forster Lamp 
was lit at the Australian Family Festival. It’s light was passed along the 
intervening countries, and our lamp was lit in the Chapel, to pass it yet 
further. And so the Globe was encircled with a ring of steady flames, as 
the outward and visible sign of the universality of Toc H. 
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Wepnespay, May 15. 


Having disposed of Amos, Bossie has now entered in another weight, 
and fought a pretty three rounds with Bonzo. The first round was evenly 
fought, but in the second, superior cunning told, and Bonzo scored with a 
neat kick to the muzzle. This however, infuriated the pup, who, emitting 
sharp yaps, bored in, and got in a pretty nip in the upper lip. So that 
this evening, Bonzo looks as if he had been a little indiscreet at 2nd June 
An experiment was tried of holding a Troops’ Guest-night, to which troops 
in the London area had been invited. Notwithstanding the fact that H.M. 
forces were represented by two lone, but noble, Guardsmen, the evening 
was hugely successful, and we are much indebted to Jingle of Mark VII for 
the excellent and entertaining programme which he arranged and to Barkis 
for a notable and memory stirring cameo of the growth of Toc H. 


SunDay AnD Monpay, May 19 ann 20. 


The Whitsun Holiday provides a welcome break even for diarists. 
People, in the main, dispersed to divers parts of the country, there to take 
brief respite from their labours. 


WeEDNEspDAY, May 22. 


At our Guest-night we had the pleasure of listening to Captain Flint 
talk about the League of Nations Union. He presented a lucid case in the 
cause of International peace, but met with stern opposition from our militant 
members, who on their showing, prefer to go about with drawn sword and 
dripping jaws, athirst for blood. 


Fripay, May 24. 


A band of orators went to Fulham, there to struggle in wordy warfare 
with the Fulham Branch on the question of Disarmament. Their loquacity 
must have been enormous, and their warlike spirit (referred to supra!!) 
immense, as they defeated the mere Fulham proposal for Disarmament 
by a convincing majority of 3. 


Saturpay, May 25. 


Toe H Cricket Club—inecluding in its ranks no less than six Mark I 
members—continued its record of successes by defeating Southgate by about 
60 runs. Walter Mason played another good innings, and the Kid, besides 
fielding beautifully, hit right lustily to score a pretty 47. 


Sunpay, May 26. 


Some events pass easily from the retina of elusive memory—would that 
were right. But the imperishable shame of to-day leaves a dark smudge 
across the annals of our communal life. Chiswick was the scene of the 
crime, and its perpetrators legion. Taking advantage of the absence of the 
diarist, a party slunk down to the open air baths—a haunt where no one 
even bathes, but where the second row of the chorus displays itself in solid 
phalanx and scant habiliment along the water’s edge. But our arm is long, 
and the reverberations of the horror resounding through the civilised world 
came all too soon, to our sensitive ears. Mrs. Broad, by all accounts, piloted 
the squad, and eannot be absolved from blame: but as she is a first offender 
we forbear to onlargo upon the enormity of her offence. But the rest cannot 
be thus lightly dismissed: in the first place, every man-jack wore those 
horrid two-piece bathing concoctions, surmounted by a superfluous and 
nauseating belt. Tony—apparently of Oxford and Cambridge— was first 
away, in a tasteful (sic) mixture of blues. Bobby next inflicted himself with 
a revolting conglomeration of black and amber, whilst Bertie, poor lad, 
sported a mere blue and white. Paddy brought up the inglorious rearguard 
in attire which simply belies description and promptly rammed a female of 
the species, who contrary to precedent, had actually taken the water. This 
pervertor of the public morals, the Deputy Warden, apparently considered 
this an ample introduction and proceeded to improve the occasion—No 
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Paddy—that tale about the girl with whom you used to play hide and scek 
in those happy far off days in the ould counthry, won't wash! Not content 
with this, The Warden and the Deputy Warden continued to give the rest 
of the party the slip, on emerging, and only returned when the night was 
far spent, with sheepish grin and perfume laden shoulders. And so, let us 
close the dismal tale. <A black day, oh my masters! 


Wepnespay, May 29. 

We went as a body to the Drama League’s show ‘‘ Dear Brutus "’ at 
the Cripplegate. To the many bouquets which they have already received, 
we add our own humble felicitations on a really excellent playing of Barrie's 
most charming play. Few professional and probably no amateur players 
could have excelled their performance, and our thanks are due to them 
for a delightful evening. 


Trurspay, May 30. 


With real pleasure we record the advent of Jack Miller to our midst, 
and accord this young man n warm welcome. Our pious hope, expressed 
customarily on these occasions, that his behaviour would be of such high 
standard as to keep his namne from these pages, was, however, crushed 
before it had been expressed. It fell upon this wise. This was the date of 
a gencral election and sundry politically minded souls were agog in Trafalgar 
Square to see the early results of the polls come through. In company with 
the Warden, your diarist also strolled there, and what should be the first 
spectacle which inet their horrified gaze, than the new hosteller and the 
Deputy Warden (Paddy again), ostensibly scanning results, but in reality, 
using the throng as a cloak to conceal the fact, that the right arm of each 
encircled a feminine waist. This is really ‘‘ grim.’’ The fate of the country 
seemed, for the nonce, of little import compared with these horrible excesses ! 


Fripay, May 31. 


Paddy and Jack Miller spent the day in trying unsuccessfully to explain 
away their behaviour of the previous day. 


SUNDAY, JUNE 2. 

Paddy paid the price in blood of his recent misdoings, by being called 
up at 2 a.m. to give a transfusion. After growling charactcristically when 
woken up, the blood of all the McKees awoke to the call, and our Patrick 
set forth on his life saving mission. In consequence of this we will let 
bygones be bygones and refer no further to past misdeeds, in the hope that 
the better instincts this day aroused may continue to hold sway in that 
massive frame. 


TUESDAY, JUNE 4. 

It is our plain duty to call attention to a grave case of inefficiency within 
our midst. ‘lhe Canteen, holding as it does a monopoly, and being of vital 
moment to us all, is a matter which calls for attention. To those who are 
responsible for its management, we would therefore direct some few remarks. 
In the first place, we think ib shameful that the aforesaid managers should, 
apparently, consider it a point of honour, to avoid restocking the cup-board 
until the threat of lynehing compels them to do so. Then again, the nature 
of the goods calls for comment. Tie presses may be excellent in their way— 
but no one ever wants a tie press in a hurry: pscudo-pigskin notecases may 
be useful and ornamental, but we cannot believe that the insistency of the 
demand for thein is at all commensurate with the number in stock. On the 
other hand, baecy, razor blades and stationery are crying needs, and to have 
to order such commodities in June for delivery in late September is an insult 
as well as an inconvenience. So Bertie and Peter—spring to it: make it a 
good show, and you will carn the gratitude of the house, in place of the 
contumely which now bids fair to descend upon your honest, if unbusiness- 
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WEDNESDAY, JUNE 5. 

Capt. Haywood displayed his diversity of gift to-night by discoursing 
at the Guest-night on * God’s Message to the British Commonwealth of 
Nations.” One noticed a certain amount of scepticisin in the discussion 
which followed—but we arc none the less grateful to Haywood for that. We 
have to say good-bye to Haywood, who has now left us to go to a Hostel 
for Boys from the distressed arcas. We say *‘ Vale ’’ with regret, albeit 
we hope that he will still have time to look us up now and again. 


THURSDAY, JUNE 6. 


Things fairly quiet generally, but a certain atmosphere of feverish 
activity in the region of the Canteen: if this be the result of some veiled 
hints which we dropped but n short while since, we shall await developments 
with interest. 


FRIDAY, JUNE 7. 


To-night the lounge was the scene of a galaxy of wit and beauty. The 
ladies of H.Q. staff were at Home—(dancing 8-12. R.S.V.P. ete.)—or at 
any rate, running some sort of binge for the Sports Club Funds—all honour 
to them. Amongst a brilliant company we noticed several House repre- 
sentatives. Unfortunately, detained ourselves from being present, we are 
unable to give a first hand version, but we understand that the function was 
a great success. 


SUNDAY, JUNE 9. 


Da-di-da-di-da-tirradiddle—This was, as accurately as we can reproduce 
it, the strains of ‘‘ See the conquering hero "’ which resounded through the 
House to-night, when Hugh Chignell returned bearing with him the 
Bischoffstein Cup—the Toe H Golf Championship. Compston may not stir 
our blood, Hagen leaves us cold, but this arouses our unbounded enthusiasm. 
Hearticst congratulations Hugh. Thus another pot is wrested from Mark TL. 
Keep it up chaps. The cantcen to-night bristles with a positive window 
display. Bacey and cigarettes, chocolate, the necessary if humble mateh-- 
all are there—but they don’t scen to have had any luck in selling the tic- 
press. However, we note the increased stock with no little approbation. 
Bill Goodwyn came in to-night with a dreamy expression, and enquiry 
elicited the fact that he had been to Chiswick open air baths. Love’s young 
dream or that Spring feeling, or whatever it is, seems to be getting a hold 
on everybody these days. Oh! Bill! Hector, the Kid, Bradford and Cooper 
(from Buenos Ayres), took a walk somewhere or other to-day: quite where, 
we are not quite sure, as all they talked about was a wondrous fount of 
cider discovered: this must provoke our official displeasure if it makes our 
private capacity mouth water. What with Bill Goodwyn econsorting with 
girls, and the Kid taking to drink, we are coming all unstrung. 


TUESDAY, JUNE 11. 

A game of cricket-cum-fives was played on the lawn with a golf ball, 
this evening. Despite strenuous efforts no windows were broken, and the 
game was therefore left drawn. 


WEDNESDAY, JUXE 12. 

David Kennedy gave an extremely interesting yarn about America at 
the Guest-night to-night, and revealed himself once more as a capable and 
entertaining raconteur. Ossie came in at an unnaturally late hour from the 
Entertainments Dinner, where he appeared to have been entertaining him- 
self lavishly. There was a suspicious slurring of the speech, and every now 
and then the framo was racked by immense hiecoughs. What does this 
portend? How ure the mighty fallen. This was bad, but worse was to 
come, for, in the course of the evening, an authentic photograph was handed 
to us of so base a nature, that a shudder convulsed us on beholding it. 
Despite obvious efforts at mutilation its imprint remained all too clear, and 
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depicted Spots—yes, Spots again—clasping in fond embrace a not 
unattractive girl. Horrible as it is to relate, this is an undoubted and 
attested fact, and the gruesome picture rests in the office safe. That Spots 
should sink so low is a blow (indced—we understand that the Anglo-Catholic 
Party are considering the matter)—but having sunk, that he should be so 
ineredibly foolish as to leave a pictorial record of the fact, is a reflection on 
his intelligence as well as his morals. On being questioned Spots said 
“ J-I-I don’t know cr-er-er what made me leave it about!’’ 


THURSDAY, JUNE 18. 


Oswald was assisted through the door to-night at an hour, again long 
past his usual bed-time. He then spent a happy ten minutes wandering 
around the office, a beatific smile overspreading his face, and muttering 
“whush, whush, whush ” at irregular intervals. The less said about this 
the better, except that at 11.20, Ossie tottered into a perspiring diarist, 
wanting to know at what time the 11 o'clock post went out! 

Frivay, June 14. 


The Branch Executive met to-night in one of its periodic cabals. Dark 
husiness must have been afoot, for they did not adjourn until long past 
closing time. 

TUESDAY, JUNE 18. 


We welcome to-day Hollands and Lawrenee of New Zealand who are 
spending a week or so here having worked their way across. These real he- 
men have joined the ante-breakfast Serpentine bathing squad, and have 
displayed marked ability. 

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 19. 


David Kennedy caused no little upset in the House this evening by 
propounding a problem concerning a man, a tree and a monkey. The idea 
seemed to be that if the monkey stood on its head and the man was up a 
tree, the tree revolving on its axis, then allowing for a sub-normal coefficient 
of the psychophysical, should a doctor tell? There was no fixed Guest-night 
this evening, but Tubby brought in a party of Old Paulines, and we had a 
very cheery, informal time. Naturally we had to conceal Effie, as it would 
not have been hospitable to have brought up anything like that against our 
Guests. After all, they couldn’t help being at school with Effic! 


SUNDAY, JUNE 23. 


The murder’s out and the secret has come to light. At calculated 
intervals during the week Paddy has been replenishing his wardrobe— 
borrowing here a tie, there a sock, then a shirt and last of all the Warden’s 
beach gown(ugh!). It now transpires that the Old Goat has gone to spend 
the weck-end at Bournemouth, but the house, with customary acumen, 
turns a deaf ear to tales of maiden aunts and ailing Grandmothers. Is it 
likely that Paddy would spend the week-end in a beach gown (ugh—as 
above), pushing his old Grannie about in a Bath Chair. Well, well Patrick. 
Young blood! We had to bid a regretful good-bye to-day to Jack Miller, who 
found it impossible to combine the job of reading for the Chartered Account- 
ants Final, with the amenities of our variegated existence. 

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 26. 

Captain G. N. Seott-Miller of the Royal Choral Society gave us an 
entertaining chat at the Guest-night to-night, and taught us the rudiments 
of community singing. From the noises produced it seems that if we practice 
hard for a year or two we may have some chance of getting some idea of the 
first principles of singing. We have our failings, but singing is not one of 
them ! 

THURSDAY, JUNE 27. 


We searcely like to mention the chief news item for to-day and can only 
hope that its intimate character will cause no unseemly mirth. A bill 
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arrived for ‘‘ Miss Dickson ” for a pair of grey flannel trousers! Personally 
we were under the impression that red flannelette was a more favoured 
material ! 


FRIDAY, JUNE 28. 

The Warden was out all night—we can believe this story of banks 
working late, but the imagination boggles at an all night sitting! Feet of 
Clay | 


SATURDAY, JUNE 29. 

In a community noted for its natty gent’s suitings the climax of sartorial 
perfection was to-day reached by Hugh Chig. who turned out in white spats 
and sponge-bag bags, morning coat, topper and buttonhole. (Suitings by 
Moss Bros: accessories by various hostellers who were inclined to lend: 
hair oi] by Anzora). A dazzling and edifying spectacle, worthy, at least, 
of St. Margarets. The Cricket Club was well to the fore to-day and beat 
Rivercourt by four wickets. After dismissing them for 81, we proceeded to 
compile 297 for six wickets in two hours. Of this total Walter got a splendid 
120, and Joe Webster had a merry knock of 57 not out. Heartiest con- 
gratulations to ‘em both. 


Mownpay, JULY 1. 


The Kid leaves us to-day for three months. He is going to Bedford to 
qualify as an engineer by doing a spot of plumbing. We shall miss that 
ubiquitous giggle and freshening grin. 


TuEspDay, JULY 2. 


Another beano in aid of the Sports Club, by the Ladies of Toe H, H.Q. 
Staff. Bobby Hirst was in great demand, and caused many a flutter in a 
flapper’s heart. The troops rallicd nobly, and all was fun and _ jollity— 
a `“ sound of revelry by night.” Several minor scandals occurred, upon 
which we wil] forbear to comment. The evening finished with what was 
obviously a training school for barber’s assistants. Bertie played the man at 
the conclusion of the festivities, and was observed escorting two of our 
charming guests up Pembridge Gardens—what flutter must have been 
occasioned in euch arm-encircled waist must perforce remain Bertic’s seerct. 


WEDNESDAY, JULY 3. 


At our Guest-night we had the pleasure of listening to Mr. S. M. Palmer 
of the Home Office Training School at Herts, talking about his job. As 
always, when an expert whose heart is in his job, expounds, the evening 
was not only intensely instructive, but really interesting, and we are deeply 
grateful to Mr. Palmer. Several members were unavoidably absent, owing 
to rehearsal for the Mark I Players’ stock item `“ The Crimson Cocoanut ’’— 
which from now and henceforth has been renamed ‘‘ The Adjectival 
Banana ’’—an appropriate amendment for which we are indebted to the 
Major. Such rehearsals however, should not include midnight orgies at the 
Coffee Stall with the lesser halves of the caste. We are, in this connection, 
authoritatively informed that Walter and Peter were engaged in midnight 
carousal at ‘' George’s’’’ with our sisters in service from 2nd June. We 
ought to warn Walter and Peter (as our Grandmother properly warned 
us) that the stage is n wicked place and these actresses should be looked out 
for. 


Tnurspay, JULY 4. 

The usual news scarcity of Thursday evening again occurs, and gives 
a harassed diarist furiously to think. Doubtless our expeditions to other 
Marks to feed are the cause. Be that as it may, Thursday night is one of 
those rare occasions when the lounge may be peacefully resorted to. Hugh 
and Billiken somewhat perverted the air, with a nauseating and sickly 
smoking mixture, which provoked some good advice from the experts. Among 
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these we welcome Love, who has recently joined us. We have satisfied 
ourselves that he is in every way of unimpeachable character: firstly he is 
a Scotsman, and if further reference were necessary, his taste in tobacco 
is impeccable: it is, therefore, with real pleasure that we admit him to the 
family circle. 


Fripvay, Jury 5. 


Frank Spurway of Taunton paid us a fleeting visit this evening, and 
brought to those who care for it a pleasurable air of the West Country. In 
the bathroom on the morning of: 


SATURDAY, JULY 6. 


We had a Somerset male voice choir consisting of the aforesaid Rev. 
Frank, John Coney, alias Camshaft, and a mere diarist. Being of a modest 
and retiring disposition we forbear to comment on the performance: although 
this may not have been appreciated at its true worth in the House, it gave 
undoubted pleasure to a road mending squad outside, who paused in their 
labours awhile and muttered what was doubtless applause. The long 
anticipated Garden Fete at Aubrey House in aid of Venture funds came off 
to-day, but was, unfortunately, spoilt by rain. One of its brightest spots 
was the out of doors performance of ‘‘ The Crimson Cocoanut ’’ by the 
Mark I troupe of performing clowns. Duncan gave an outstanding per- 
formance of a waiter and was sufficiently disinterested not to institute 
reprisals when Peter kicked him. Walter Mason as a bearded gent, must 
have been a realistic anarchist, for his every entrance was the signal for a 
dog (whose taste we admire) to set up a prolonged howl. Ossie we have 
purposely left till last, as his shameless conduct is deserving of our deepest 
censure. His osculating endeavours were what one might call Jong drawn 
out, and were more realistic than was severely necessary even though the 
victim (sic) was his “‘ sister in service.” 


Sunpay, JULY 7. 


Diary writing at the moment is a somewhat difficult occupation, as 
some species of glee party are stationed at the piano. Glee party in this 
case is nothing but a grim joke, as up to date have been rendered in quick 
succession ‘‘ Less than the Dust,” ‘‘ Sonny Boy” and another aria 
mercifully indistinguishable. It only needs ‘“‘ The Rosary” and your 
diarist’s cup will be indeed full. The Warden and Paddy have betaken 
themselves to Cookham to spend a quiet week-end. (The choir has now 
relapsed into ‘‘ The Maid of the Mountains ’’! Its a bit ‘ard.) A walking 
squad under command of Major Powell, G.D. spent an extremely cheery 
day in the region of Godalming. We fear that Flector’s peace of mind was 
seriously disturbed by the law breaking tendencies of some of the less 
responsible members of the party—notably Effie, who in any case is always 
liable to be arrested for being at large at all. 


Monpbay, Jury 8. 


Re-enter Hollands and Lawrence, our New Zealand visitors after a 
tour of the Constituencies. We are very glad to see them back again. 


Tuespay, Jury 9. 

Another of these simple pleasures to-day, in seeing Toggy of "Brum 
here for 2 few days. Considerable interest in the lounge to-night, when Effie 
was offered a pint of beer, contingent on his remaining silent for ten con- 
secutive minutes. ‘The fact that even this incentive failed, proves that it is 
quite impossible. 


Wepnespbay, Juty 10. 


No Guest-night to-night, but a cheery informed gathering of the clans. 
One of the less musical sections has been giving the performance referred to 
above, and our editorial fortitude is at last broken down by something which 
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might be *' Shall we gather at the River ’' or ‘‘ Clementine.” On looking 
over Holland's shoulder (at the piano), under Bobby Kenyon’s waistcoat 
(on the piano) and around Bradford's ears—(encireling the piano)—and 
thus getting a glimpse of ihe music, we found it labelled ‘‘ Men of Harlech.” 


Trurspay, Juty 11. 


“ All quiet on the W.2. Front,” until the hour when honest men should 
be abed. Today is Bobby Kenyon’s twenty-first birthday—who’d have 
thought it? Although we did not roast the ox on the village green, and light 
the merry bonfire for the young squire’s coming-of-age, we wish him many 
happy returns of the day. In company of Tony, Paddy and Hector, Bobby 
sallied forth to London’s West End in all the flush of his new manhood. 
From then onwards the exact movements of the party shall be unrecorded 
(after all, a bloke’s twenty-first is his twenty-first, whatever higher mathe- 
maticians say). However, judging by the mild uproar which announecd 
their homecoming, shortly before dawn, we should judge that they had 
a good time. 


Fripay, Jury 12. 

Friday evenings have now been allotted to us for tennis at Aubrey 
House, through the continued kindness of the Misses Alexander, to whom 
we are truly grateful. Consequently all those fortunate beings possessed of 
rackets and not possessing Friday evening jobs, essayed there to-night to 
serve a pretty double! Patrick was a sartorial joy, and Billiken was wander- 
ing about saying ‘‘ Who is this fellow Cochet, anyhow?” 


Monpay, AUGUST 5. 

A diarist returned from holiday—softly and quietly at dead of night; 
a cold dew broke out on his brow as he thought of the enormities which 
must have gone on unrecorded during his absence. Doubtless they are 
such that he makes no attempt to probe them. He was ostensibly 
accompanicd by the Warden, who had been week-ending in Somerset. 
That young gentleman, however, for reasons including a late train, a maiden, 
and a taxicab (a trio of unpunctualities) did not arrive until considerably 
later. This brings us to Tuesday, August 6th, ‘Tony’s birthday (hence the 
taxicab celebration). Many Happy Returns, o’man, from the house. At 
this rate our Warden may soon reach the age of discretion, though now he'll 
argue that the age of indiscretion is far nicer! We bow to superior authority. 


WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 7. 

A blank evening as far as Guest-nights are concerned, and spent in quict 
seemliness. David Kennedy led Gilbert and Sullivan excerpts at the piano, 
which naturally shattered the calm a good bit, but then—there's always 
something. 


Tnurspay, AUGUST 8. 

Was the occasion for a small party at ‘‘ Ye Olde Cheshire Cheese,” at 
Hector’s instigation. Tt was not quite clear whether this was in the nature 
of a farewell party or not, but we most sincerely trust not. Anyhow the 
Party was a most pronounced success; details are tiresome and unnecessary : 
suffice it to say that ‘' The Pie ’’ was excellent, the wine matchless (Ale 
Vieux 1928) and the Company congenial. Leaving the subject of Pie, and 
reverting to Hector, we take pleasure in recording our thanks on behalf of 
the house, to him, for his recent gift of flowers to the Mouse. These have 
been really beautiful, and we appreciate the kind thought which prompts 
such gracious gifts: they have not passed unnoticed, and it were not mect 
that they should pass unrecorded. 

Fripay, Auaust 9. 

The anniversary of the passing over of Geoffrey Hoyle: we specially 
remembered him ‘‘ whose guests we are,’’ and the Lamp was lit at eventide 
in Jack and Geoffrey’s Room. 
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Satunpay, Auaust 10. 


Signalised the return of the Kid from Bedford. The House pram was 
sent to meet him, but missed him, and he arrived ` all by his own,” and 
on admittance said “‘ Goo goo.’’ We're glad to see him back. 

Sunpay, Aucust 11. 


A fine day, which caused an almost total evacuation of the premises. 
A party went off somewhere to walk: details of this are not to hand and 
probably will be unfit for publication when they do come in. Paddy donned 
a natty suiting and a clean collar and went off to play tennis—at least he 
said he was going to play tennis, so we naturally believed him. The Warden 
was better again to-day. 
Monpay, Aucust 12. 


This day seems to have dragged itself to a quiet close, with not so much 
as a misdemeunour from Dicko to speed a diarist’s pen. The Warden sat, 
as all good Wardens should, in his lair, and relieved all and sundry of their 
hard earned shckels. He seems to have some idea that filthy lucre is a 
temptation, and thus trics to do us a good turn by shouldering the respon- 
sibility. Oh! he’s a philanthropie “ divil ’’ is our Warden! 

Turespay, AUGUST 18. 


Diary writing is a dog's life: we had just settled down to seek for 
inspiration, when the quict was rudely shattered by the appearance of Rossie, 
the Kid and the Warden. Bossie was alright, as he simply cocked a 
meditative eye and then busied himself in tiie pursuance of an imaginary 
eat. The other two, however, after indulging in a bout of incredibly loud 
buekchat, (in pyjamas), proceeded to attempt to make ourself the butt of 
their merriment. This will not do and some startling disclosures of their 
private lives and loathsome habits can be anticipated. 

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 14. 

The second of our Series of Guest-nights for the benefit of Overseas 
Scouters was attended with some success, and attracted only one O.S. 
The programme was of an unusual nature, but no less enjoyable for that. 
Ossie Nock and his merrie men and maidens proceeded to divert us,— 
firstly, with “‘ The Castaway ’’ by W. W. Jacobs. Since dramatice criticism 
is inept if flattery obtrudes where truth should prevail, we must needs 
mention that the play seemed somewhat under-rehearsed. Jimmy O'Dair 
and the prompter, however, gave noteworthy performances. In the second 
show, however, ‘‘ The Crimson Cocoanut,” no such fault could be found, 
and the whole troupe was in excellent fettle. Leslie Duncan gave a really 
polished performance, and was well supported by Peter Quinn, Walter 
Mason and Ossie, and a word of commendation is also due to the Misses 
Peake and Ackerley of 2nd June. Ossie’s amatory efforts were, again, 
realistic. Wo were delighted to see Francis Mathew back again and hope 
that he will visit us as often as occasion permits. 

Tirurspay, Aucust 15. 

A sorrowful day to-day, and one which marks another step in tha 
changing of the old order. Ossie, after eight years residence in the House, 
has decided that weight of work compels his withdrawal from our midst. 
We say farewell with real regret, and our best wishes go with him. The 
Lord, however, who tempers the wind to the shorn lamb, has only removed 
him round the corner, and we hope that that childlike smile will be often 
seen again in our midst. 

Fripay, AUGUST 16. 

Exit Walter Mason to take the waters, or something at Scarborough. 
SATURDAY, Aucust 17. 

Toe H ericket had to be abandoned through rain, but the House team, 
appropriately known as ‘' The Incredibles,’’ quit them like men, and defeated 
the Fulham Boys’ Club by six wickets. Batting performances were even, 
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but Bradford was the outstanding bowler, managing to hit Paddy in the 
eye and convert that organ from its usual blue (innocent?) into a variegated 
pattern including black, puce and yellow. This of course, puts Bradford 
with easily the best bowling analysis! 


Sunpay, Aucust 18. 


The day was brightened by the spectacle of the victim of Bradford's 
average, limping about with a bandaged head. (The limp was a picturesque 
touch.) Return of Harry Tait, with that he-man bronze, from a camp on 
Plymouth Hoe. Dicko also appeared from camp, with an odd motor-bike 
and odd stockings. We were pleased to be able to give a night’s hospitality 
to Monty Callis, on his way home from a German Tour. 


Monpay, AuGcust 19. 


Billiken and Patrick gave a performance at the mixed bathing at 
Paddington Baths, which in the public interest must not be repeated. These 
two stalwarts, we are informed, made a practice of seizing the female diving 
instructress in fond embrace upon the topmost board and plunging there- 
from headlong into the depths beneath: it is furthermore alleged that they 
spent an ineredible and altogether unnatural length of time before rising to 
the surface. It’s a poor excuse to say that they were trying to improve their 
diving! Billiken made the offence worse, by appearing in a creation, (no 
less,) of a chaste grey picked out in blue, the whole surmounted by an 
abbreviated kilt. Tis Must Go!!!. The evening was brightened by the 
Kid, who was feeling hearty and wanting to let off steam. Fortunately 
Paddy was about, so the Kid hit him—this is what Paddy’s for, now. Latest 
reports state that the bleeding has been staunched, and that Patrick may 
recover. Toggy paid us one of his periodical visits and we are also pleased to 
see Padre Tucker of Huddersfield. 

Tuespay, Aucust 20. 

One gets used to signs and wonders after having lived in Mark I for a 
space, but the spectacle of Dicko—yes, Dicko!—passing as an ecclesiastical 
layman strikes incredulity into even our shock-hardened systems. Spots 
having removed himself for a space, the duties of Chapel Warden have 
devolved upon the eherubie (sic) Dickson. There are rumours of a crowded 
congregation to-morrow to sce Dicko tuke the collection. 

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 21. 

In the absence of ‘‘Bishop’’ Tom, Father Hordern of All Saints’, 
Bayswater, celebrated this morning. Dicko was in excellent form, and 
ehurchwardened with great decorum. Jt is said that he has been converted, 
but he has a lot to wipe out! Mr. Smith, of the Port of London Authority, 
entertained us at our Guest-night to-night in what was described as “a 
super hundred per cent. all-talking non-Vitaphone production,’’ which is, 
being interpreted, a lantern lecture. His subject, the development of the 
Port Authority, was a fascinating one, and Mr. Smith dealt with it in the 
knowledgeable manner which one could expect of one having had fifty years’ 
personal experience of the Port ramifications. Shilly, who has succeeded 
the late lamented Ossie Nock as chief operator (unpaid), made what is 
described in the sporting press as a promising debut, and most of the slides 
duly made an appearance correctly aligned. 


Tuurspay, AUGUST 22. 

To Mark VII to-night, there to dine und to peruse our distinguished 
contemporary. Was much distressed to read therein that their young men, 
who have of late enjoyed our own board, chose fit to make remarks both 
impolite and unmerited about the quality of its fare. When we were 
younger than we are now we were impressed that remarks about the quality 
of the food at houses at which we were guests was a poor and boorish 
thing and confined only to the certain rude fellows of the baser sort. But 
autres temps, autres mocurs, and we must suppose that the remarks to which 
we have alluded with regret are but a sign of the freedom of our times. 


54 


Fripay, Aucust 23. 

Signalised by the return of the Padre from camp with that tanned 
appearance borne nowadays by the best people. Life holds its compensations, 
indeed, and it bestowed them right royally to-night. We were fortunate 
enough, then, to be interested spectators at a cockroach hunt: the Warden 
in full ery, and the Bulldog !eaning up against the kitchen door, chewing 
straw and laying the odds. A fine stag cockroach broke cover, and a good 
run ensued, the quarry being brought to bay under the sink. The scent 
was then laid on to a nice-looking three-year-old blackbeetle, but 
unfortunately the Keatings gave out, and salt proved a poor substitute; the 
beetles not only failed to register disgust at it, but appeared to consume it 
with much gusto. Patrick having cut a few more notches in the old 
shillelagh, we retired to bed. 


SATURDAY, AUGUST 24. 

Spent in the usual diversions of which we are unable to describe many, 
owing to the overpowering somnolence acquired at the Oval watching 
Yorkshire swiping away to» the tune of some forty runs per hour. David 
Kennedy and Joc Webster, however, made of sterner stuff, are reputed to 
have kept awake. Nothing like getting a bob’s worth for a bob! The 
Warden passed out quictly, Leicester bound, to spend a quiet Sunday at 
home—but we do not know whose home! 


Sunpay, AUGUST 25. 

On returning this evening, one was greeted by the undeserved spectacle 
of Bertie clad as in a toga, and not much else to speak about. The reason 
for this display in the lounge, and on the Sabbath, too, is still obscure. 
One suggestion was that Bertie was advertising the canteen, but be this as 
it may, the unedifying object was quickly and effectively removed from 
the lounge. Old memories were revived this afternoon by the arrival of 
Swine Hine, accompanied by the future Mrs. Swine (no offence). We were 
glad to see him looking so fit and prosperous. Spots returned to the fold 
to-day, fresh from a holiday in Cornwall; for one just returned from Devon 
he seems unconscionably gloomy; possibly the Protestantism there occasioned 
the worried look. Beau Billiken has left us, ne’er to return—or not just 
yet awhile: a holiday in the West Country (where the two-piece bathing 
outfit will doubtless be shown to advantage) is to be followed by retirement 
to Chepstow Place, where will burn the midnight oil, so that our Billiken 
may surmount exams. which most flesh nowadays is heir to. To-night was 
the anniversary of Archie Forrest’s death in 1917; he was remembered 
“with proud thanksgiving’ and the lamp was lit in his room. 


Monpay, August 26. 

Walter returned from Scarborough to-day, where he has spent a fort- 
night amassing pots by prowess at an assorted series of ball games. In the 
language of the Metropolis, he has “been and gawn and done it’: to a 
spellbound house he introduced a real live fiancée with justifiable pride. 
‘“ A marriage has been arranged," and will shortly take place, ete. The 
news is, however, being kept from 2nd June, where the effect when it does 
become known will be devastating. We are delighted to have the pleasure 
of entertaining E. M. Cooper, of Buenos Aires, for a few days before his 
return there. The day has assumed importance by it being the birthday 
of two inmates: Peter Quinn enters on his eighteenth year, while on this 
day some greater number of years ago we ourselves saw the light, as the 
biographers say. We offer Peter our felicitations, but have refused the 
suggestion that we should give reasons in these pages for our own longevity. 


Turspay, AUGUST 27. 
Enter Gerry Ashfield fresh from Ger-Ger-Germany, where he went 


wisely alone. Some new light was thrown, this evening, on the peregrina- 
tions of Joe Webster and Effie. Photographs were produced which, 
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although they offended our morals, satisfied our tastes. All the same, one 
becomes u trifle sceptical about the object of these tours—ostensibly to 
study the language and munners of the modern German. Ye Gods! What 
a yarn. 


WEDNESDAY, Avucust 28. 

No fixed Guest-night to-night, but a notable foregathering of ‘‘ the 
old Stiffs."’ Tirst of all, Olli rolled in and shared with us our evening 
repast. Chappie made one of his rare but welcome visits, and with Jack 
Clarke from Mark VII, and the more familiar faces of Oxo and David, we 
can imagine the talk veering round to the good old days when beer was beer. 


Tnurspay, AuGustT 29. 


Tread softly, my masters, for the Branch Executive is assembled, and 
Gawd only knows what is toward behind those closed doors and those closely 
shuttered windows. The members go in with closely furrowed brow and 
compressed lips, and business is translated until far into the night. A late 
bulletin was published informing the hoi-polloi that Palmer and Effie have 
been elected to the Executive: we congratulate ’ern both. Effe will now, 
we presume, be assuming the slow and solemn air and portly mien of Branch 
Politicians. 


SATURDAY, AUGUST 31. 


Breakfast was gulped with a bustle of expectation, and was succeeded 
by many preparations for the House Camp at Barnet. An advance party 
is said to have moved off in an order not to be found in any drill book; be 
that as it may, however, the late arrivals found a camp well and truly 
pitched and the commissariat well established under the supervision of 
R.Q.M.S. Hector. In the offing was also seen to be lurking his assistant, 
Iffie, the cook’s mate. We ourselves arrived, after a hazardous run on 
Dicko's motor-bike, piloted by the aforesaid Dicko (who, en route, 
confidentially informed us that as the “old ’bus’’ was not running quite 
well he is not going to enter for the Schneider Trophy). Most of the 
campers were abroad, presumably taking the air or seeing the beauties of 
Barnet. However, as closing time was not till ten o’clock, they all came 
in for supper, which proved a cheery and immensely edible meal and a 
good augury for the weck-end. More beauties of Barnet after the meal, 
the evening concluding with a sing-song round the fire in conjunetion with 


Mark II. 


SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 1. 


Dawned fine and elear and warm. We say dawned advisedly, for in 
the very early hours the peace of the countryside was rudely shattered by 
all manner of foul noises emanating, in the main, from the enthusiastic 
motor cyclists, whose engines might well have been directed elsewhere. 
However, remonstrance was of no avail, and, in consequence, we all rose 
earlier than we might have wished. The morning passed in divers manners, 
according to individual tastes. One prominent and popular diversion 
commenced with the reading of ‘‘ The Observer ’’ or “ The News of the 
World ” (according to taste) and by a process of imperceptible transition, 
culminated in a luxurious slumber in the sun. A few energetic spirits had 
a knock at the nets, and the motor-cyclists were unsleepingly active. We 
were joined ut the lunch by the Major, bringing the party up to over 20. 
The meal ended, most people wended their way to the other side of the field, 
where was to take place the match which put the County Championship in 
the shade. Both Mark II and ourselves had beaten Mark VII, and to-day’s 
game decides the House Cricket Championship. Tony, with great guile, 
won the toss and we commenced to bat. After an early reverse, Walter 
and Johny Holden proceeded to collar the bowling, and the second wicket 
did not fall until 90 was on the board, when Jolmy was out for an excellent 
innings of 86. The next man in was Joe Webster, who docsn’t bother 
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about such trifles as playing himself in, and who straightway procecded 
to make the bowling look ridiculous. He exploited almost every stroke in 
the book and a few that aren't, and got a glorious fifty in about half an 
hour. This included two of the prettiest sixes we have seen outside 
Somerset, and was altogether a fine knock. Well done, Joe. The Kid 
followed, but was well caught at slip, and Tony went in just before tea. 
Walter had been playing good cricket all along, and then obtained his hun- 
dred, a really first-rate innings, and one which enabled us to declare at tea- 
time, with 209 for 4. Walter fully deserved the enthusiastic reception he 
got. Mark II did not give a great deal of trouble, with the exception of 
Littlewood, who played a courageous innings of 37, and Harvey, who joined 
him in a plucky last wicket stand. The Major (who bowled very well for 
his four wickets) and Walter, however, were too much for ‘em, and they 
were all out for 102. We thank Mark II for a good sporting game, but 
can't conceal our satisfaction at beating them. That’s the golf and cricket. 
Now for the tennis and swimming chaps, and perhaps—who knows—the 
seven-a-side. And so home to town again, after passing a pleasant week- 
end. Our most genuine thanks ore due to Effie and Hector, who worked 
like slaves for no other reward than a certain exuberant beating up. One 
might have said that their reward will be in Heaven, but with Effie you 
can never tell if he’ll get there. 


Monpbay, SEPTEMBER 2. 

Our return from camp last night coincided with the arrival of Withers, 
whom we here make welcome. Sinister tales come to our ears from 
Paddington Baths, of the Kid trying to usurp the female dressing boxes. 
The whole subject of mixed bathing, however, is of so delicate a nature 
that we will not risk a rupture with our “‘sisters in service’’ by referring to 
it further. There was a sorrowful dinner to-night, for we were bidding 
farewell to Hector. We shall really miss the old fellow, and he will be jolly 
hard to replace. Not for his numerous gifts to the House (to which reference 
has previously been made, and of which we are not unappreciative), but for 
himself are we grateful, and his departure from town will leave a big gap 
(literally as well as figuratively speaking). Tony presented him with a silver 
cigarette case from the blokes, as a reminder of auld lang syne. 


TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 3. 

The Warden brought a kitten home this evening. Rumours that this 
was our latest hosteller, however, were groundless, as the beastie is even 
ineligible for the House Committee. It is to depart quietly in the morning 
for Carshalton to take up residence with Olli. 


WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 4. 

We were privileged to have George Moore at our Celebration this 
morning. There was no Guest-night, for which we were all surreptitiously 
grateful, as the heat was frightful, and Guest-nights are sometimes strenuous 
affairs. 


TuuRSDAY, SEPTEMBER 5. 


Another warm evening, which has reduced us to pulp and caused our 
muse (always an elusive jade) to depart summarily. 


Tripay, SEPTEMBER 6. 

Departure of E. M. Cooper for the first stage of his journcy back to 
Buenos Aires. He leaves many friends here, and we congratulate B.A. on 
their representative, and bid him God-speed. Bunny Stebbing rolled in to- 
night hearty as ever, en route to witness the Schneider Trophy. Always 
pleased to give him a bed. Another unedifying escapade to report of Walter's, 
who seems to combine the personalities of Hobbs and Adolphe Menjou—a 
veritable Jekyll and Hyde. There he was in the hall, his arms encircling a 
couple of femmes de la deuxieme Juin (who let ‘em in?)—and in this hot 
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absconded with the Prize Money it did not matter. The fun now began 
to wax fast and furious, and several minor indiscretions occurred which 
will not be published: after all we are only young once, and it does one’s 
heart good to see youth and beauty in its hey-day. We closed at midnight, 
all too soon, and there let us close this narrative. The interior of the home- 
going taxi is no subject for the prying gaze—so let us leave it at that. Ask 
not why Queen's Road occupied an hour's run—anyway the roads are up; 
or why a half-mile journey cost half-a-guinea—no, truly let us leave it at 
that. In our humble opinion a very good show, and let us have another— 
when we have got over this one. 


SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 8. 


A certain lassitude might have been observed to-day, when most of the 
house took its ease upon the lawn, in various stages of déshabille. Effie 
appeared during the morning, and was greeted with the scorn to a jibber 
from the dance. Four apparent backwoodsmen—Hugh Chig, Bobby Kenyon, 
Bertie and Paddy—were engaged upon a casual rubber, which broke up in 
some disorder when Patrick left Hugh in with one club doubled. Hugh 
was led away weeping. Worcester spent a laborious day painting, and got 
himself gloriously bespattered. Bossie slept fitfully. 


Monpay, SEPTEMBER 9. 


First of all to welcome a new arrival Spear, who shares with Bradford 
and Duncan the distinetion (hotly disputed) of having been educated at 
Dover. We bid him welcome, and hope to hear something of Bradford’s 
shady past. We are also pleased to see Spencer, of Mark XI, Leicester, for 
a few days, but of the Warden’s shady past in that City we shudder to think. 
The evening was enlivened by one of those periodical entertainments, known 
as House Meetings; at which the Warden allows the proletariat to talk at 
great length upon matters of no importance, but assumes the rôle of 
benevolent despot upon the matters of real moment. Bill Goodwyn succeeds 
Gerry Lansdell as House Secretary, and we wish him well. Gerry having 
ploughed through one lot of somnolent minutes, was told that the same 
were somewhat obsolete, and referred to some meeting which occurred in 
the dim past. Whether there is any significance in the fact that no one 
but the Warden noticed that anything was amiss, we leave others to judge. 
The meeting was such as others are, but there are distant rumblings of a 
Reading Lamp Reform Bill. We adjourned at the ineredible hour of 
11.80 p.m. after a most frightfully jolly time!! 


TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 10. 

We had an unexpected, but none the less welcome visit from Collins 
of the ‘‘ Ramitues ’’ Group; this hardy soul having travelled already from 
Devonport, avowed his intention of proceeding forthwith to Manchester. 
This seemed to be a bit thick for even the most ardent Lancastrian, and he 
was persuaded to accept of our hospitality for the night. We were well 
repaid by his company, by a lurid dissertation on gunlaying, and of other 
matters connected with the Customs, which, diplomatically, we forbear 
to relate. 


WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 11. 

The Toc H Tennis finals occurred this evening at Queen's Club. Walter 
Mason in the singles, and with Tony in the doubles, was unlucky to be 
beaten in both finals. However, it was a jolly good show to get into the 
finals, and we congratulate ’em both, along with Mark II who won both 
events. 


FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 13. 

The Major, Mrs. Broad and Bossie left this evening for St. Ives for a 
well and truly earned holiday. A number of the family went down to 
Paddington to see them off, but in spite of this handicap they caught the 
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of the morning. This seemed to be a direct challenge to the true-born 
Briton’s right to sing in his bath (shouting, indeed), and at first we were 
all for giving a concerted rendering of ‘‘ Annie Laurie ” simultaneously in 
all three bathrooms. However, calmer counsels prevailed, and after all— 
um—we do make a devil of a din. Hostellers are therefore desired to confine 
themselves to a minor key and pianissimo, though in those moments of 
extreme heartiness immediately succeeding immersion in the cold tub, a 
little mild whistling may be indulged in. 


WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 25. 


John Coney returned to-day, bringing with him a rosy countenance and 
a welcome breath of West Country air. A Branch meeting occurred in the 
evening, at which very little business of very little general importance or 
interest was dispatched in creditably short time. 


Tnurspay, SEPTEMBER 26. 


Business is slack in the diary linc to-day, so we take the opportunity of 
apologising to the family for the lateness of these notes. Excuses, we know, 
would be disbelieved or disregarded, and so we plead to be summarily dealt 
with (as one used to do in the Juveniles Court) and throw ourselves upon 
your charity—an optimistic thing to do. 

Fripay, SEPTEMBER 27. 

Hugh again distinguished himself this morning by disregarding the 
clarion to breakfast. ‘‘ Whatsoever thou doest, do it with all thy might ” 
would be a good motto for Hugh—and when he is late for breakfast he makes 
a job of it—no coming down at ten minutes to nine for him—it’s an eleven 


o'clock job; and he then presumably arises only to facilitate the domestic 
ritual of bed-making. 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 28. 


The first event in order of time and precedence to-day was the return 
of Major and Mrs. Broad from St. Ives. We are truly glad to sce them 
back, for we have missed their pleasant companionship. They both look 
very fit, and we hope they have had as good a time as they deservc—a lot to 
ask. We are reassured by.the Major that he did, as the beer was surpassing 
brew. Bossie, having made the grand tour, and ascertained that none of his 
bones have been moved (‘‘ Why must these people tidy the place up? '’— 
says he—‘‘ Surely the hearthrug is the place to leave a shin-bone.’’), vouch- 
safed the diarist a few remarks—not many, as he has to see that Amos has 
not got too uppish during his absence. ‘‘ I had a fine time,” he remarked. 
“ There are more eats to the acre in St. Ives than in any other town in the 
U.K. A Paradise for a self-respecting Sealyham—Bungho."’ Before pass- 
ing on, it is only meet that we should place on record our sincere thanks to 
Mrs. Blackman for the way she has looked after us in the absence of the 
Major and Mrs. Broad. She spared not time nor trouble, and did us like 
fighting cocks, and we are most grateful. Rugger has been denied us too 
long, and even iron grounds could not hold us off any longer. Toe II First, 
“A” and “B” fifteens were in operation this afternoon. The First went 
down to the Old Brightonians, but the “A” avenged them aguinst the Old 
Brightonians ‘'A’’, and the ‘‘B'’ also won. But we sigh for a good slushy 
ground with lots and lots of mud. Beresford has been clevated to the job 
of Team Secretary for the Extra ‘‘A'’—congratulations. The ubiquitous 
Castle is already Team Secretary for the First, thereby adding to his 
increasing list of distinctions. John foreswore the field to attend a wedding, 
and was scen to leave the house in a complete frock coat and smart gent’s 
sponge-bag trouserings—to say nothing of a super-shiny topper which made 
Paddy green with envy. He had, of course, carpeting from the door to his 
taxi, and we hope that the picture papers will have noticed Beau Mallet in 
their report. Bradford spent the evening, so ‘tis said, in the unseemly 
pastime of drinking beer with various house officials. We ought to warn 
him against such suspicious characters as Wardens and things! 
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weather, too. In case of doubt, this is the Hyde-Menjou, or baser side of 
Walter’s base nature. Turning to pleasanter subjects, we have the fleeting 
pleasure of Tom Bayley of Brum, Stevenson and Koonidge, returning from 
the Ypres Pilgrimage. ‘This, we hear, was a very fine show, and it's a 
pity that no one from the house was able to go. 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 7. 
The tranquil waters of our usually placid existence were disturbed 
to-day in no uncertain manner, and it is only after the expiry of a week that 
we can look back and calmly survey the scene. There has been considerable 
and unwonted competition for the task of describing the House Dance, but 
unworthy as we feel for the job, the risk of entrusting it to other intelligences 
is too great. To begin with, the dance was a huge success, yes, a huge 
success undoubtedly. Decorations and divans, shandygaff and shady corners, 
all breathed an air of cheery invitation, and bore testimony to most careful 
preparation for which we must be unconscionably grateful to the Major and 
Mrs. Broad. A goodly company turned up, including from the outside 
world, Olli and George Kingston with their wives and Mrs. Broad’s brother 
(to whom we are again indebted for an excellent gramophone) and partner. 
The house turned out in fairly full force, but the young men aren’t what i 
they were in our young days! Paddy set the ball rolling in his best Hotel = 
Cecil manner, thereby disappointing the throng who were expecting a jig. 
Hugh Chig. soon joined him, moving with a beautiful action, and looking 
up, one observed Spots and partner in the higher altitudes. The revels now 
began in real earnest, and the Warden launched himself and partner, closely 
followed by the Major who swung an extremely neat shoe. G-g-gerry 
Ashfield lent t-t-tone to the conversation, and the Kid combined business 
with pleasure by treading a measure which might have been a one-step, but i 
looked like a spot of Rugger training. Supper intervened at about this stage, 
and proved welcome and worthy of the occasion, and iced lemonade and a 
vintage shandy were more than welcome. The heat was something 'orrid 
and provided an excuse for adjournment to the garden, where easy chairs 
under chinese lanterns proved a home of romance. Hugh Chig. having 
consumed six shandy gaffs at supper decided that it was a good drink, and 
took a stoup of the beverage with him: nor all the entreaties of an exceed- 
ingly fair brunette (or was it a blonde) could induce him to dance. The Kid 
too, had decided that dancing was silly (one of these funny things the 
grown-ups do), and now engaged his partner in an attempt upon the World's 
fruit-salad record in the deserted dining room. Joe Webster had, apparently 
taken a long lease of the darkest corner of the garden, and gave himself up— 
doubtless to meditation. These desertions from the ranks however, were 
soon pulled up. Angus Cameron, in search of a partner, apparently con- A 
ducted a personal inspection of the entire personnel of 2nd June, and picked | 
a good one. Bradford had completely appropriated the Major’s partner, 
and greeted all interlopers with a portentous frown and a jealous glare. 
Walter was dancing with immense gusto, and with a discrimination which 
might not have had the entire approval of his beloved. Gerry Lansdell 
occasionally took the floor, dancing with langujd grace. Mrs. Broad, after 
an unavailing search for the Major, entered into the evening’s revels and 
bore the battering of amateur dancing enthusiasts with great fortitude and 
good humour. A visit to the supper room displayed Worcester the barman 
with a typical bored air, and the Kid and his partner, now reduced to a 
series of guggling noises, but still contending gallantly with the fruit salad. 
Back again to the front, one observed that Peter Quinn had been induced | 
to take the floor, and Angus, having apparently tried 2nd June and found it 4 
wanting, was now forming diplomatic relations with the Continent, in the 
shape of a fair Austrian. A species of balloon competition occurred late in 
the evening, at the time when memory is apt to grow, fortunately, a little 
dim. The exact object seemed a little obscure, but having burst an incredible | 
number of balloons, the whole thing was voted a huge success. Walter was 
the declared winner, why, we don't know; and as someone seemed to have 
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train all right. There were the usual admonitions about not leaning out of 
the windows, and the Major had a last-minute fecling that he had left the 
bath tap running—but why worry? A feeling of gencrosity culminated with 
a shower of oranges through the window from all angles and of various 
velocities, from which the occupants of the carriage narrowly escaped 
annihilation. The last glimpses revealed Bossie with that holiday feeling 
gleaming in his eyes, and a general expression of bonhomie in his face. 
Anyhow, we wish the Major and his Missus the very best of good times. 
Their absence will no doubt reveal the many unobtrusive amenities for 
which we are indebted to them. 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 14. 


A packet of sample puppy biscuits arrived this morning, and the Kid 
could ill conceal his enjoyment at not having to share them with Bossie. 
He gobbled up several straight away, and carried off the others, which he 
probably buried somewhere. The first Rugger trial took place at Barnet 
this afternoon on a hard, true wicket! The sun blazed down from a cloudless 
sky, and after a drought lasting many moons, the ground was iron under 
foot. In consequence, there was no tackling; in any case, half-an-hour’s 
Rugger proved quite enough for most of us, und a state of complete 
exhaustion was bud enough without the addition of skinned knees. It is too 
carly to predict our prospects for the Sevens yet, but we live in unconquerable 
hope. And Rugger in tropical heat has its compensations: where else can 
you get such a noble thirst? 


SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 15. 


Not so hot to-day, but most of us prepared to spend it in quict, trying 
to appear as if we didn't feel stiff. Comrade Spear, whom we had the 
privilege of welcoming last week, was prominent this evening by the 
unconcerned statement that he had spent the afternoon on the river with 
two girls. This damning admission leaves us specehless. Gerry Lansdell 
was more than ever lugubrious at the piano to-night; his bent scerns to be 
for sacred chamber music rather than for the lighter and more modern 
Irving Berlin type—but he surpassed himself to-night with a sort of mixture 
between the Dead March in Saul and ‘‘ Abide with Me ’’—apparently a 
Sabbath evening repertoire to impress the neighbourhood. The Ceremony 
of Remembrance was held in Herbert’s room this evening, the anniversary 
of Herbert Garton’s passing forward. 


Monpbay, SEPTEMBER 16. 


New hostellers seem to be coming thick and fast. The latest arrival 
is Dennis, to whom we afford our welcome. People have already decided, 
apparently, that this is an unsuitable name, and have substituted therefore 
the somewhat peculiar soubriquet of ‘‘ Sparrow,’’ and Sparrow it is. 
This is apparently due to a somewhat diminutive stature, but lest our new 
urrival should feel upset at the frunkness of the house, we would remind 
him that he shares that distinction with ourself and the Jate Bonaparte. 


TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 17. 


Poor old Hugh is nearly heartbroken, as the pressed steel job (1) 
apparently gave up the ghost to-day in the Si. John’s Wood Road. He 
sobbed as strong men sob (according to Billiken) and showed us how deep 
and real can be the attachment of a man and a motor-bike. 


WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 18. 

An inspiring Guest-night to-night to start off the winter. Padre 
Money, of the L.W.H., was the chief speaker, and delivered a truly 
thoughtful oration of the ‘‘ Four Points of the Compass.’ Tubby turned 
up with a party of notables, an event which would ensure the success of any 
family party. Father Rockliff, of the Roman Catholic Apostleship of the 
Seu, spoke to us, and gave a historic touch to the evening by being the first 
Roman Catholic to lead our family prayers. We hope that this kindly and 
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rubicund cleric will be the forerunner of many more of his way of thinking 
into our family circle. Jlugh distinguished himself afterwards at the coffee 
stall. He asked a man with a brogue that made Paddy sound like a 
Cockney whence he came! Hardly worthy of one of the craftiest bridge 
players in W.2. 

THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 19. 


Patrick arrived home this evening positively exuding satisfaction. 
There was the gleaming eve and the smirk which set female hearts a-flutter 
in all Belfast. The poor old fellow was quite crestfallen because no one at 
first asked him what was up. However, someone rose to it at last, and out 
it all came. Paddy has bought on opera hat, and a father of twins could 
not have shown more pride of ownership. He tried it on all ways— 
backward and forward, open and shut, and was deuced bucked with ’em all. 
Won't it go well with his dicky and best brown boots! 

Fripay, SEPTEMBER 20. 

A day of committees, when the members of the same go about with 
solemu mien. The House Committee met in the seclusion of the Shi Room 
at breakfast, but the scerets of its deliberations have not yet leaked out. 
Judging by the grub that went in, however, it must have been something 
stimulating to the appetite. The Branch Executive met in the evening and 
elected Effie as Jobmuster. Congratulations, Effie, on this rapid rise to 
favour and fame. We should, strictly speaking, publish a series of inter- 
views on “‘ How I did it,” by G. D. O. Castle; or an article on ‘‘ From 
Pitboy (or Potboy) to Jobmaster,’’ by Godfrey Castle, Esq. However, as 
the quality of merey is not strained we leave it to the fertile imagination 
of our readers. Mr. Campion is spending a few days with us, and he is 
welcome. If he can keep Worcester in order he should be invited to become 
permanently resident. The drought continues, and Rugger prospects for 
to-morrow are bad. It is said that John has cireularised the Kensington 
Clergy to offer prayers for rain in the Churches, but this has not yet been 
authenticated | 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 21. 


ALL RuGoer Scratcnep!! and another trial at Barnet substituted. The 
English selectors were apparently not present, but that’s their fault. There 
has been a new incursion into our circle to-day in the person of Joe Webster 
—yes, the man with the notorious reputation in Germany. It is said that 
he wes extradited therefrom. In that case we must keep an eye on him, 
and hereby warn our younger members against his Lisa Lotta (good Lord, 
what 2 name) tricks. However, our welcome is no less warm to him for that. 
SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 22. 

Summer conditions still obtain, and make Sunday a pleasant day for 
out-of-door meanderings. A nautical-minded party, consisting of Peter 
Quinn, Worcester and Joc (see above) hied them to the Serpentine, whose 
placid waters they disturbed in a boat. This they pulled about in approved 
style, doubtless discoursing discordantly the while “‘ Yo ho, heave ho.” 
Hugh Chignell kindly invited several of us to spend the evening at [ffie's 
for bridge, for which kindness we, if not Effie, are most grateful. © Harry 
Tait returned, nearly recovered, from a sojourn in the West Country, and 
the Branch Secretary heaved a sigh of relief. 

Monpay, SEPTEMBER 23. 

The usual gloorn of a Monday was dispelled by the return of the Mouse, 
who has been ‘* summering "' at Herne Bay. We are glad to see his cheery 
face again, and would remind the powers that be to lay in plenty of cheese. 
TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 24. 

Something like consternation prevailed at breakfast on the Warden an- 
nouncing that he had received a solicitor’s letter on behalf of the adjacent 
residents, complaining of an unholy shouting and singing at an unholy hour 
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SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 29. 

Careful investigation has failed to elicit that anything at all happened 
to-day. Clouds, however, appeared in the sky, and a few drops of rain 
which fell—they actually did—were hailed with vociferous cheers. 


Monpay, SEPTEMBER 30. 

Love returned to the fold, after a for-r-tnight in Edinburgh, and once 
again the lounge 1s pervaded with the smell of his excellent tobacco. Those 
of us whose purses cannot rise above humble “‘ Afrikander,” stand around 
and sniff hungrily. We have hed visitors from many parts of the world, but 
none, we think, from Switzerland, and it is with a deal of pleasure that we 
make Troussy, from that country, welcome to our board. The Toc H 
Players held a meeting in the office to-night, and Walter, as usual, was in 
his element. We shrink from causing a marital tiff, but your conduct was, 
to say the least of it, unusual in an engaged man. 


WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 2. 

Russell, of Harrow Toe H, spoke at our Guest-night to-night, on the 
work of the London Association for the Blind. He made his subject extra- 
ordinarily interesting without descending to mere sentiment. 


THURSDAY, OCTOBER 3. 

Dicko displayed the nerve for which he is noted this evening by 
producing at the coffee stall a slab of unctuous cake, and suggesting to 
George, the proprietor, that he provide a plate, knife and fork, the easier to 
consume it; and George did. Ye gods! ‘* Nothing venture, nothing win ’’ is 
about right. It now remains for Paddy to take some winkles into the Cecil, 
and ask them to supply the pin! 


Fripay, OCTOBER 4. 

The Bridge Jobmuster took a strong side over to Mark II to-night to 
engage the local team. Results have not come through yet, and, in any case, 
no one wants to hear them. 


SATURDAY, OCTOBER 5. 

We had the pleasure of secing an old friend, Haywood, in again for a 
few days. The Rugger teams indulged in an orgy of victories to-day, and 
as we have representatives in every team, there was much jubilation this 
evening. ‘lo specify:—The First XV. beat R.N.V.R. 45—0; the “A" beat 
R.N.V.R. “A” 87—O; the Extra “A” beat Old Brockleians ‘“B’’ 18—O; the 
“B” beat Emmanuel School 3rd 14—0; the Extra “B” lost to Finchley 
“B” 3—12. Congratulations to all concerned, including the Extra ““B”’. 


SUNDAY, OCTOBER 6. 

A somewhat silent party assembled at Effie’s this evening to celebrate 
the last solemn rights of Hugh's departure. For Hugh has decided that his 
chances of satisfying the Examiners at Guy's are pretty slender unless he 
gets some work done (these Examiners are apt to be inconsiderate), and in 
consequence thereof is sadly removing his residence to Godalming. It is 
not seemly to dwell upon these last sorrowful rubbers: imagine Effe dropping 
tears on the cards, as he brokenheartedly doubles one club. Hugh's departure 
will leave a gap in the family circle which will be hard to fill—not to mention 
the office of Bridge Jobmaster which he has filled, since its inception, with 
conscientious zeal. Joe has been appointed in his place. Bungho Hugh! and 
the best of luck. 


Monpay, OCTOBER 7. 

There was a trek westward to-night to the Western District Guest-night 
at Ealing, to hear Tubby. Ealing's new headquarters present an imposing 
extcrior, but the available space proved somewhat inadequate for the 
Western District, most of whom seem to have turned up. One is used to 
sitting on the floor, but to remain there in two layers like chocolates in a 
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box is a new experience. On our arrival T. P. Ratcliff was conducting 
community singing with some considerable zest. Tubby, punctual for the 
only time on record, was not put up until 9.30, and then spoke in the door- 
way between two rooms. As ever. however, he held us in the hollow of his 
hand. We were well repaid for the minor discomforts of the evening. 


TUESDAY, OCTOBER 8. 


The Warden, in search of a little peace and quiet, has shifted his G.H.Q. 
to the Linzee room, and the Bishop has been transplanted down to Gerard’s 
room. In addition, he has removed the ‘* Drunk's Bell ’’ (in English, the 
Night Bell) into the Diarist’s room. This is nothing less than low cunning, 
but people waking us up at dead o’ night will be severely and publicly 
pilloried in these pages—so look out. 

WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 9. 

A new departure in Guest-nights, with Miss Peake, the Job Secretary of 
2nd June, functioning as speaker. The courage she displayed in coming, 
much less speaking to an entirely male audience, convinced the sceptics 
that there must be something in the L.W.H. Amid much competition 
David Kennedy secured the privilege of taking the lady home! We were 
immensely glad to see Bunny Stebbing again. He is spending a few days 
under the old roof tree, and has introduced a new patterned pipe of quite 
pleasing design—apparently a distant cousin of the naval ‘‘ cutty.”’ 


TnurspDay, OCTOBER 10. 


The engerly awaited Swimming Gala at Great Smith Street Baths, to 
which nearly everyone went. Our first and second teams both got into the 
final, but the first there had to bow their knees to our old rivals, Mark II. 
We don’t like parting with the Cup, but it was a good race and we were 
fairly and squarely beaten by a slightly faster team, whom we heartily 
congratulate. The second team came in fourth (out of four—but a diarist is 
nothing if not tactful). For the benefit of posterity we give the teams :— 
First IV.: Kid Bridger, Tony Cooper, Paddy McKee, John Kenyon; Second 
IV.: Billy Grose, Hamilton Halpin, Joe Webster, Grandad Wilson. 
Apparently something came unstuck with the works, for the show did not 
end till nearly midnight, and in consequence we all got home lateish. The 
one completely satisfactory part of the evening was (or were) the scrambled 
eggs which Mrs. Broad produced in the small hours—voted one of tho 
prettiest scramblings within living memory. For this fare, no less for the 
sporting spirit which impelled Mrs. Broad, we are truly thankful. 


Fripay, Octoner 11. 


Joe has developed a prodigious appetite for porridge, and consumed 
such gigantic quantities this morning that we were forced to cmulate the 
little bear and say: “‘ Who has eaten my porridge? ’’ Now of all the things 
to undermine the system and fray the nerves, it’s getting no porridge. This 
sort of thing is n menace. The Warden left this evening for a well-earned 
holiday, and lest he should fall by the wayside, T accompanied him for the 
week-end. Our destination was the pleasant vale of Taunton Deane (gravel 
soil, main drainage, good beer, etc.), but our prospects looked black when a 
piece fell off the car in Hammersmith Broadway. However, we duly arrived, 
with four wheels and the tonneau apparently complete. Holidays being a 
privileged occasion—and in any ease, none of your business—we will leave 
Tony there and wish him a good time. Tt seems worth noting, however, 
that we left the maps behind, and the Kid, by instinct, gravitating to a well- 
known tavern at the “ heid o’ the road °’ (with apologies to Mr. McKee), 
duly delivered them. What premonition urged him to this deed we can't 
imagine! 

SATURDAY, OCTOBER 12. 


Another triumphant day for the Rugger teams:—First XV. beat Black- 
heath Extra “A” 16—686; “A” beat Barnet ‘‘A’’ 21—16; Extra “A” beat 
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Royal Masonic School 9—0; “B” beat H.A.C. “C” 13—0; Extra “B” lost 
to N.P.B. Extra “B” 0—33. ‘These results speak for themselves. John, 
however, is said to have told the Extra ‘‘B”’ not to do it again. 


SUNDAY, Ocroner 13. 


Following Hugh's departure, the family is losing two more of its num- 
ber. Spots and Duncan left us to-day to take up residence in Smithfield, 
prior to moving into the Mark XXII to be at Denmark Hill. We can ill 
afford to lose them, but admire the selfless spirit which moves them to this 
job for Toc FE. Our good wishes go with them, and we yet hope to sce these, 
our friends, as often as possible. 


Monpay, OCTOBER 14. 


Joe, pleading a cold to-day, remained at home, and subsequently 
accompanied the Major to Whiteleys, where they jointly purchased a new 
and capacious porringer—-'* It’s an ill wind—! ” 

TuEsDay, OCTOBER 15. 


The Cricket Club Annual Meeting was held at Mark VII this evening, ` 
and we now have the distinction of providing the Captain—the venerable 
and susceptible Walter having been appointed to that high honour. Joe, 
also, is on the Committee. Good show. Glad to see an old and recurring 
friend, Toggy, again to-night. With great glee (and that Cheshire cat laugh) 
he produced n newspaper cutting describing himself as a good Samaritan. 
This happy state of affairs seems to have been brought about by the fact 
that, having offered a casual gentleman a lift, said casual gent proceeded 
privily to remove a quantity of his jewellery. Hence the headline ‘‘ Robs 
Good Samaritan,” and so on. This is a case of having greatness thrust 
upon one. 

WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 16. 


Spear is heavy of countenance to-day, for ‘‘ she ’’ has departed to 
Canterbury, or some other ‘‘ furrin ” part. (This appears to be u romance 
subsequent to the river episode, chronicled in our isue of September 15, but 
no matter.) This is the sort of thing which wrings the breast (or is it the 
brow) and so forth, as presumably it will take at least a weck to find someone 
else. Well, well! A really good (Guest-night this evening, with Mr. 
Rudolph Moritz, K.C., holding forth on ‘‘ Local Government.” A good 
subject, well set forth, and one which suggests an important sphere of Toe H 
activity in the future. 


THURSDAY, OCTOBER 17. 


Most of the troops attended the Sports Club Guest-night at Mark VII, 
with Colonel Ronnie Campbell as chief speaker—a good show. Joe says 
he’s fed up with his job and wants to be a policeman. So he asked a 
Bobbie in Oxford Street how to get a job—a somewhat direct method of 
setting about it. The said Bobbie, however, was not enthusiastic, and eyed 
Joc in a wary sort of manner. However, he thought it best to humour him 
(our London Police must be a tolerant crowd), instead of calling the 
ambulance. So Joe has been practising the walk all the evening, and is 
going to buy some proper boots soon. John Coney caused a minor sensation 
later on by appearing in a tie which caused a shudder to run through the 
house. One's first impression was that he had, quite without authority, 
been making inroads upon the Chapel Carpet, but this was disproved. The 
bedspreads were next inspected, but were apparently intact. The latest 
and most probable theory is that it is the remains of an obscure Rugger 
vest, and we hope to he able to publish the solution of this kaleidoscopic 
mystery in due course. 


Fripay, OCTOBER 18. 


Once more these venerable walls resounded to the measured tramp of 
feet, once more the ancient ceilings looked down upon scenes of revelry and 
fair women and brave men. The Ladies’ Staff of H.Q. were holding another 
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dance in aid of sports club funds, and apparently the function was a grent 
success. We were unavoidably prevented from being present, but whispers 
reached us of the goings on. Johnny Holden (probably shouting ‘‘ Noblesse 
Oblige ’’ under his breath) escorted one of our guests home to Walthamstow. 
How this feat was performed at 11.30 p.m. we have no means of ascertaining, 
but we doubt not that love would find a way! 


SATURDAY, OCTOBER 18. 


More successes to-day for the Rugger teams: The “A”, Extra “A” and 
“B” winning their matches, though the First XV. and the Extra “B” lost. 
Still, it’ll do us good to get a few whackings. Big Boy Bradford again 
distinguished himself playing for Rosslyn Park. Heartiest congratulations. 
His further adventures in the Chandos area make a less reputable story, 
upon which we maintain a charitable silence. 


SUNDAY, OCTOBER 20. 


Dirty work by Bill Goodwyn in the early hours. The blighter put the 
dining room clock about half-an-hour fast, and only timely work by John 
prevented the Deputy Warden and half-a-dozen lesser lights going hungry. 
Spadger was observed lurking about Notting Hill Gate Station in immaculate 
attire, and with sheepish look. Cherchez la femmc!!  Bertic and Peter 
indulged after lunch in a strenuous game of draughts. Of this pastime, 
their knowledge seemed to extend little beyond the rules, and in the end 
Bertie lost by exhaustion. The Kid was taken to church this evening, and 
Paddy gave him a halfpenny to put in the plate (who said Paddy was Irish?). 
However, when the collection came along, he let it go past with an air of 
amazing innocence, and chuckled to himself as he felt the ill-gotten wealth 
in his pocket. So John is to be told not to give him his penny next Saturday. 


Monpay, OCTOBER 21. 


Two visitors to-night—one Brian Dickson, late of Warrington Toc H, 
and the other an old friend, Alistair Dey. We extend our welcome to both. 
A meeting of the Western District Committee was held in the office during 
the evening. A bane upon these bodies (a sentiment apparently echoed by 
most of the members of the Committee). The Warden returned late last 
night from his holiday. He rose unconscionably carly this morning, and is 
reported to have returned the pieces of his hired car in a laundry basket. 


TUESDAY, OCTOBER 22. 


We make haste to apologise for a grave omission from the week-end 
news. This concerns the visit for a weck of Sawers, a late Branch member, 
who has now undertaken the honourable job of Organising Secretary of Toe 
H, Scotland. He is spending a week at H.Q. learning the ropes, and we 
are both pleased and proud to have him with us for a few days. 


WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 28. 


This is to relate with much sympathy, but with little surprise, of the 
persecutions of Dicko. Apparently the poor wee lad is simply pestered 
with billets douz from the charming coterie at 2nd June, who with vast 
intelligence have hit upon the idea of enclosing such amorous messages in 
his socks. His Ma is very cross about it, and will probably darn his socks 
herself in future. It’s most unfortunate for Dicko (being found out)—but can 
the leopard change his spots? A really jolly good Guest-night to-night, with 
about 70 people stacked in the lounge, and Tubby with his usual string of 
‘‘ lions ’’ in attendance. We had Erick, who spoke magnificently on the 
lesser-known regions of Brazil; Clarke of Rio de Janeiro; Dawson of South 
Africa; and finally, Tubby, who fittingly set the seal on a very fine evening. 


THURSDAY, OCTOBER 24. 


We have, indced, an 'ero in our midst. Big Boy Bradford continued 
his triumphant carcer to-day by playing for Middlesex against Kent. This 
is a jolly good show; we congratulate him most heartily and glow with 
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reflected glory. The Drama League opened its winter season at the 
Cripplegate to-night with Galsworthy’s “ Strife.” They fully maintained 
the high standard which they have previously set up, and of our own kin, 
Leslie Duncan once more gave a convincing display as an industrial agitator. 
In the crowd one also noticed Jimmy O-Dair yelling ‘‘ Yah! *’ in a polished 
and energetic manner, not to mention Spadger. 


SATURDAY, OCTOBER 26. 

The Rugger teams again show a satisfactory record, with 3 wins and 2 
defeats. The “B” continued its unbroken record with another win, which 
was the subject of comment in the evening Press. “ Led by R. S. T. Hirst, 
the Old Eastbournian.’’ Such is fame. 


SUNDAY, OCTOBER 27. 


Having haled us to the West Country for a respite from the rigours of 
diarism, we are unable to record to-day’s happenings. For this omission we 
duly abase ourselves. 


Monpay, OCTOBER 28. 


The call of the beyond has yet further depleted the Family. Peter Quinn 
left us to-day for Vancouver, and we regretfully say ‘‘ adieu.” As a canteen 
Wallah, and for his invaluable services in transcribing our own illegible 
script into the clear light of type, he has served in the Family life. We 
shall miss, too, his breezy personality. May good fortune attend you, Peter. 


TUESDAY, OCTOBER 29. 

A night of feasting and high living at a Moorgate tavern, where the 
Cricket Club held its annual supper. A large contingent hied them thither, 
and Walter Mason added to his laurels with a few well-chosen words. Joe 
ended a perfect evening by sliding gently under the table, and then had the 
nerve to say that his chair slipped. On arriving home, bed was the order 
of the day, and thither Joe repaired, omitting, however, the usual 
preliminaries of removing hat or boots—you probably forget all about it, we 
suppose, Joe. However, cricket suppers only come once a year (to say 
nothing of Rugger suppers, soccer suppers, swimming suppers, and suppers 
for which we can’t find any excuse). 


WEDNESDAY, OcToBER 30. 

Another rattling good Guest-night, and the pleasure of listening to Padre 
Owen Watkins, now of H.Q. staff, and late Chaplain-General to F.M. Forces. 
We shan’t quickly forget his noble story of the lives, from 1914—1918, 
of those whom we are now proud to call ** Our Elder Brethren.’’ 


Tuourspay, OCTOBER 81. 

Pat marshalled a squad of shrinking vocalists in the office, for a thing 
which he flatteringly called a Choir Practice. Gerry Lansdell functioned at 
the piano, but was quite unable to drown the uproar which rose, wave upon 
wave, quite oblivious of Pat’s restraining baton. If we keep this up, the 
cheerful noise on Sunday will reverberate widely; yea, even from Tilbury to 
Teddington. 


Fripay, NOVEMBER 1. 

There was apparent to-night that sort of Star Chamber feeling which 
always accompanics the meeting of the Branch Executive. No onc, however, 
was hailed to summary inquisition, and we learn that John Coney, Big Boy, 
Thompson, Ireland and Hodgins have been made Branch Members. 
Congratulations to them all. 


SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 2. 


Rugger again the chief object of our endeavours, and again a majority 
of wins. The First XV. distinguished itself by beating the Old Fullerians, 
who came to Barnet with the proud reesrd of not having a point scored 
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against them. The “A” again won, but the Extra “A” weren't quite so 
successful, and the “B” also went down—alas for the Old Eastbournians. 
The Extra “B”, however, caused a mild sensation by actually winning. 
This seems most irregular, and will probably have to be enquired into. The 
winners returned stiff, but greatly content, and we spent a luxurious evening 
round the fire, while Big Boy and the Kid roasted chestnuts. 


SunpDay, NOVEMBER 3. 


_ Aglorious winter day, with the sun shining in a clear sky and a nip in the 
air. There were one or two close shaves for breakfast, but Bill Goodwyn came 
up to seratch, and the dining room clock was kind. The day passed peacefully 
and uneventfully, but we knew not what the evening may bring forth, for Pat 
has led his merrie rnen to All Hallows, and we await, with some anxiety, 
their return. The night advances and as yet no sign. Can it be that Bertie’s 
bassoon-like drone has caused a breach of the peace? Or has the Kid 
disgraced us by throwing paper pellets as all good choir boys do? Has Ethe, 
perceiving himself in cassock and surplice, importuned the congregation 
assembled for a penny for the guy? Or have Berry and John Coney and the 
lusty Pat by their joint efforts, undermined those ancicnt pillars and involved 
them all, like Samson, in universal ruin? Unfortunately not, for they have 
just come in, and seem to be starting a choir practice for next Sunday! 


Monpay, NOVEMBER 4. 


Beneath a cloak of alleged anonymity there was perpetrated to-night a 
dastardly outrage. Tight members of n sort of perversion of the Ku Klux 
Klan (including the equivalent to the L.W.H. in that body) masked them- 
selves in the outlandish garb which they probnbly fondly imagined the Klan 
adopted. This consisted of organised assault upon an inoffensive and 
momentarily incapacitated diarist, comprising a partial disrobing, a forcible 
massage, and a crude attempt at tuttooing. All these operations exhibited 
a lamentable lack of skill. However, the adventure appeared to afford its 
perpetrators some considerable amusement, and we should hate, on merely 
personal grounds, to deprive them of their evening romp. ‘This, incidentally, 
is not an invitation to them to repeat the process. 


Tuespay, NOVEMBER 5. 

Poor old Big Boy is laid up to-day with a bunged-up eye, which has 
been officially labelled conjunctivitis. Jolly hard luck, in view of his selection 
for Middlesex, but we don't doubt for a moment that it’s only a temporary 
setback in his triumphant Rugger carcer. For once we all set aside the 
dignity of our years and thoroughly enjoyed a firework display in the garden. 
Display may be, in some ways, a misnomer, as the chief attraction seemed 
to be the release of Roman Candles to the direct rear of and immediately 
below Ifħe. Fortunately his training told, and it is believed that he success- 
fully evaded receiving a direct charge in a locality least fitted for it. Berry 
and Worcester us chief operators displayed considerable skill as incendiaries, 
and Bossie probably enjoyed himsclf more than anyone in indefatigable 
pursuit of the nimble Chinese Cracker. He was distinctly hoarse by the 
time it was over, but is suid to have expressed the opinion afterwards that 
it was much better than harrying Amos. 


WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 6. 

We had T. P. Ratcliffe at our Guest-night to-night, and made another 
attempt at singing. Having commented on this sort of thing before, we 
now forbear. Mr. Ratcliffe finished up with a harrowing story of two drunks 
(to put it bluntly) who heard “* Abide with Me ” at Wembley and went 
home and signed the pledge. This aroused considerable uneasiness, and 
Effie promptly forswore ull community singing owing to the risk. Other 
members are said to have been pondering whether they were at Wembley 
that year, but can't remember ever having signed the aforesaid pledge. The 
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Mouse made an unobtrusive exit afterwards, and investigation of his where- 
abouts revealed him in the bathroom shaving! This is fine, but how the 
years do roll on! We are also glad to report that both hairs were removed 
without accident. 


Tnurspay, NOVEMBER 7. 

We are happy to welcome McMullen, of the Dockhouse Settlement, 
Southampton, who is taking up residence with us. He is reported to be in 
possession of an ancient coupe of doubtful antecedents, but we have not yet 
inspected the beast, and cannot yet (remembering John Coney’s bike) include 
it in the general welcome. We also had the pleasure of seeing dear old 
Hector once again, und his expansive presence (now too little seen) consider- 
ably brightened the evening. Incidentally, it needed brightening, as our 
persevering choir was at it again. All Hallows may be a liberal sort of 
place, but we have yet to learn that ‘‘ Annie Laurie ” (as far as could be 
ascertained) is included in its rubrics. 


Fripay, November 8. 

Gerry and John Coney repaired to the Albert Hall to-night to rehearse 
for the Birthday Festival. On arrival at the scene of operations they thirstily 
announced that they were basses, but the staff bar was closed, and they had, 
perforce, to sing. However, they were drowned in the general tumult, and 
have not yet been chucked out. 


SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 9. 

Times are not what they were. The Rugger Club lost three matches 
out of five to-day. It must be this Labour Government! Complaints have 
been made that we hear no news in the Diary of the Soccer Club. This is, 
we believe, a flourishing institution which indulges in a game with a round 
ball. However, details are lacking, as no one in the house seems to partake 
in this sport. Flowever, we will do what we can. Pleased to welcome our 
latest addition—Lornigan. We hope that our rough exterior won't delude 
him as to our heart of gold. 

Sunpay, NOVEMBER 10. 

Isfhe, greatly daring, is spending the week-end in our midst. He is all 
right up to date of going to press, but we can trust the younger members of 
the house to entertain him. Tony, the Kid, Love, Bill Goodwyn, Joe, Dicko 
and the Diarist (to report progress), walked in the Bromley countryside. 
Love was perfectly happy as he found a golf ball. THe is hoping to pay his 
expenses with the proceeds of realisation. Dickc spent most of his time 
looking at calves (not prospective cows, but the ones with silk stockings on). 
Bill beguiled the time by trying to do a little business, but the insurance 
trade, we fear, was not exactly brisk. Joe and Tony indulged in a series of 
devious detours, but the licensing laws were against them. The Kid had a 
lovely run, but has been taught now not to worry the sheep. Altogether a 
passing pleasant stroll. Afterwards we all did duty in the Choir at All 
Hallows. Unfortunutely, we didn’t know most of the hymns, but in “‘ O 
Valiant Hearts ° we fairly ‘‘ let ‘er rip.’ Joe was thoroughly happy at 
first, and announced that he might go again as long as there was no collec- 
tion. At this juncture, however, he made the tragie discovery that he'd 
Jeft sixpence in his hassock! What the devil he was doing burying money 
in footstools, heaven knows! Like o perishing dog with bones. God bless 
my soul! Bobby Kenyon and Paddy had induced their women-folk to 
attend—presumably under the fond delusion that they looked handsome in 
their ‘‘ hassocks.’’ They faded away unostentatiously afterwards, the 
aforesaid females in tow, probably wanting to know if they wanted sopranos 
in the Choir—Bah! Most of us gathered in the Chapel at the day's close, 
the eve of Armistice Day. The Lamp was lit, and will remain burning 
until to-morrow night. On this day, of all days in the year, do we remember 
our Elder Brethren—‘‘ With Proud Thanksgiving,” and with a personal 
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Monpay, Novemser 11. 


There was a special Celebration in the Chapel in the early morning. 
A farewell meal in the evening to Walter, who is leaving us on Friday to 
take on a job as a husband. We gave him a cricket bat, which seemed to be 
an improvement on a fish slice, as a wedding present, though the future 
Mrs. Mason may not agrec. Best of luck, Walter, to you and to your 
missus. We shall miss you a lot, but look us up now and again if she’ll let 
you. When Paddy got upstairs he found that someone scemed to have 
dented his hat in. In fact, the McKee tile was almost completely wrecked, 
and looked as if it had been assassinated by a rogue elephant. The crime 
was committeed apparently during the time when McKee was indulging in 
his evening tipple. The headgear seemed to have been struck by some blunt 
instrument, the marks of which were fairly visible. The motive is somewhat 
obscure, but is believed to have its origin in some tribal feud. Paddy 
appeared to think that things had been sat on, but he found out that, in 
England, sitting on hats is simply not done. However, the irate Pat was 
not satisfied, and conducted a personal investigation on methods half-way 
between the Third Degree and the Trial by Ordeal. This involved consider- 
able uproar, the destruction of an alarum clock, the mattress (spring), mirror, 
and a bottle of the foul unguent with which the Irishman is wont to be 
anointed. The criminal was not discovered, but the crime was presumably 
expiated in the uproar. A gathering of the family again round the Lamp 
in the Chapel. ‘*‘ We Will Remember Them.”’ 


TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 12. 

A visit to-night from an old friend, Belly Sheather, yo-ho-ho and a 
bottle of rum. This last, unfortunately, was not much in evidence, but we’re 
glad to see Belly looking so fit. 


WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 18. 

A Guest-night which has the privilege of Pat Leonard's company eannot 
be anything but a success, and our’s to-night was no exception. Pat spoke 
on “ Friendship,” and took us back to our real basis of Fellowship in ‘Toc H. 
Subsequently a discussion followed, as to the best way of running Guest- 
nights. Some bright lad had suggested that members should race visitors 
round the lamp post outside, und in a brace of shakes Pembridge Gardens 
was thronged with the two teams and their supporters. The preliminaries 
occupied some little time, and the uproar increased, the while adjacent 
windows gaped forth the horrified faces of their inhabitants. The local 
constabulary arrived with great promptitude, and are said to have telephoned 
for a couple of tanks and a battalion of troops. The race, therefore, did not 
take place, and it is announced that all bets are off. We are awaiting the 
shoal of writs, which must invariably arrive, and suggest that we offer 
Paddy’s head on a charger to appease ’em. ‘The Memorial Service to the 
men of the Inns of Court O.T.C., was held afterwards, and the Lamp was lit. 


Tourspay, NOVEMBER 14. 

Not content with last night's exploit, we proceeded amain to cement the 
loathing with which our immediate neighbours must now regard us. This 
we did by running a concert, with a real musician topping the bill. Our 
leading artist was induced to leave his former appointment outside and to 
lead the revels within. Tis initia! efforts were open to criticism, but doubt- 
less the acoustics of the Inns of Court Room are bad, and he undoubtedly 
warmed up to his work later on. A cheery evening for us and, we hope, for 
our entertainer. 


Fripay, NOVEMBER 15. 

We express the heartfelt sympathy of everyone in the house to Mrs. 
Broad, whose mother died to-night. This is not an occasion for many words, 
but Mrs. Broad will know that we all feel for her in her loss. 
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SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 16. 


‘t You must wake and call me carly!!!” “Call me carly Mother dear! ”’ 
Thus Walter, this morning, presumably to the Sergeant. To-day, amid the 
clash of bells, Walter will lead his blushing bride to the altar. The old 
scoundrel will probably be wondering if she knows anything of his past life. 
Happy days Walter! A welcome visitor to-day in the person of Allan Dye, 
fresh from stage triumphs in South Africa, and with a sort of O.P. air of 
omniscience radiating from him. Three wins for the Rugger Club again 
this week and two defeats. Good show. 


SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 17. 


Some excellent work with the breakfast clock this morning. The 
Warden scraped home by a head, but Bill Goodwyn’s was what the lawyers 
call a border-line case. However, he got the benefit of the doubt, though 
the state of his hair alone was enough to disqualify him. We suffer a loss 
to-day with the departure of Big Boy Bradford to Richmond. Our good 
wishes go with him, and we hope still to see something of him. 


TuEspay, NOVEMBER 19. 


The Sports Club Dance at Australia House was another brilliant func- 
tion, largely attended by us! Paddy’s shirt front on his arrival home looked 
as if it had been under a steam-roller. This was, no doubt, due to the 
vigour of his dancing! 


WEDNESDAY, November 20. 


Sir Ion Hamilton Benn spoke to us at our Guest-night this evening, 
and provided a most entertaining talk. Me described the naval actions at 
Zeebrugge and Ostende, in which he actually participated, and produced an 
intriguing series of very private and official photographs. On this day, in 
1917 Miles Linzee Atkinson passed forward, and to-night the Lamp was lit 
in his memory in the Linzee Room. 


THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 21. 


The task of bringing this Notting Hill Hansard up to date is not made 
easicr by the lugubrious melody which Gerry is managing to elicit from our 
long-suffering piano. It sounds like the noise made by these wheezing 
cinema organs, just as the old father gets chucked out into the snow. 


Fripay, NOVEMBER 22. 

We have had the privilege of entertaining visitors from many parts of 
the world, but we do not remember one before from Italy’s sunny shores. 
We therefore welcome with added keenness M. de Sanctes, who is going to 
spend some little tirine with us. We suffer a very real loss to-night in the 
departure of Joc. We still have his likeness with us on the ‘‘ Force ” boxes 
at breakfast, but even that is not quite the same as our Joe's limitless grin. 
His swan song partook of a noble effort to take his bed down to the Shi Room 
and sleep there, probably so that he could have a good cry. The attempt 
was, however, frustrated, and the wreckage of Joe’s bed was ultimately 
discovered by the unfortunate being in whose bed Joe decided to sleep! 


SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 23. 

From strength to strength the Rugger Club goes, and to-day it carned 
illustrious comment in the ‘‘ Evening News ” by winning four games. The 
First, “A”, Extra ‘‘A’’ and “B” all got notable victories, and the Extra 
“B” only lost by 22 points to nil!!! Good show. 


SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 24. 

This was the last occasion on which we functioned as canaries at All 
Hallows. They must be getting used ton our low noises now. Billiken took 
a beautiful toss over the Chancel steps. Moral: ‘‘ People in long cassocks 
shouldn’t make eyes "’!! 
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Tugespay, NOVEMBER 26. 


The air of expectancy in the house was cleared up to-day, when Bertie 
appeared at breakfast with what, on enquiry, proved to be the rudiments of 
a moustache. A sinister-looking bit of work, of the Adolphe Menjou school, 
which will have to be removed by force majeure unless it makes a voluntary 
exit. 


WEDNESDAY, NovEMBER 27. 


The House Committee met over breakfast in the office. There was no 
fire and no marmalade downstairs at breakfast in the dining room. This 
was doubtless a coincidence! We had an open night this evening instead 
of our Guest-night. Brian Dickson stepped into the gap, and gave us a 
most notable talk on the League of Nations, with an entire absenec of the 
“ Maiden Aunt Touch,” with which most of have previously regarded the 
cause of world peace. 


THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 28. 


The Branch Executive functioned in grim solemnity to-night, and people 
who havn’t yet paid their subs had calls elsewhere. Afterwards our sergeant- 
major friend with the violin regaled us with experiences of the Salient. A 
quiet pleasant chat, and we very much look forward to secing him again. 


FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 29. 


De Sanctes is testing our propensity in languages to the utmost, and as 
our sum total in foreign languages amounts to ‘“' biere s'il vous plait,’’ we 
havn't been very successful so far. Joe, described as “ un grand streak,” 
was certainly true to life, and anyone could piek him out in that. Tom as 
“homme de col de chien ”’ was also particularly happy, if not frightfully 
respectful to the cloth. Beresford alone feels really at home, and gibbers away 
in what is doubtless very good French, and with appropriate gestures. How 
are the mighty fallen! To-day, for the first Saturday of the season, the 
Rugger Club’s losses outnumber its wins. John walked about with tight lips 
and knitted brows, and attributes it to the Labour Government. It has 
been said that the Soccer Club has been omitted from the Diary, and one 
of the members with the record to date in mind, asked us to continue this 
omission. We welcome Wood, ex-Hammersmith, to the family cirele, and 
hope that his stay with us will be a pleasant one. Dicko was the chief 
object in a ceremonial reception this evening, a Dieko resplendent in topper 
and white spats (inter alia), just returned from a wedding. We don’t know 
whose, but you can never be sure with Dicko. 


SUNDAY, DECEMBER 1. 


The Mouse displayed a kaleidoscopic eye to-day. He says that another 
boy kicked him, but one suspects Amos!! 


Monpay, DECEMBER 2. 


The Warden in patriarchal and paternal vein addressed the house 
assembled, upon its duties and privileges over the Birthday Festival. At 
the same time it was decided that our Christmas Party should be in fancy 
dress. A strong board of censors has been established, which will apparently 
be necessary. Worcester suggested that those desiring to attend should have 
at least half their surface area properly clad. We shudder to think of anyone 
getting in with clothes on the wrong half. 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 4. 

An extremely good Guest-night, despite the fact that many members 
were leurning a Festival Steward’s real duties in the Staff Bar at the Albert 
Hall. Geoffrey Gilbey gave us a real happy and unaffected talk on racing 
and racing journalism, but owing to an oversight, we neglected to get the 
tips for to-morrow’s programme at Gatwick. 
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THURSDAY, DECEMBER 6. 


Notable alone by reason of its being John Concy’s birthday. Many 
happy returns. We all went up and had tea at the coffee stall to celebrate 
it. What dogs we are!! The Warden went sick to-day, and was unable to 
go to the office; and being of a solicitous disposition I was much concerned 
with this, and wondered how he fared. And it came to pass that E fell 
asleep (in my lunch hour, of course) and in my sleep I dreamed a dream, 
and it fell upon this wise. I dreamed that the Warden arose from his fevered 
bed and that he did suborn Major Broad and Mrs. Broad, and beguiled them 
with soft words. And (in my dream, of course), behold, they all set forth 
into the town to a place with a great board outside, and on the board was 
writ ‘‘ Palladium.” And they did all enter in, and there did watch 
Tallulah, even Bankhead, whom men say is possessed of much * S.A.” 
and the Warden did sit up in his seat and say ‘‘ Oh, Major, pass me the 
opera glasses.’’ And in the course of time it came to pass that they did take 
their leave, and repaired with haste to the place of Swan, and of Edgar (for 
these twain did have one place). For Mrs. Broad, the wife of Major Broad, 
and the Major, and the Warden, were hungered, and they did eat much 
cakes, albeit there was no ale. And lo, as they did cat, there came divers 
maidens of surpassing fairness, whom they call mannequins. And the 
maidens did disport themselves, to the great content of the Major, and the 
Warden. And Mrs. Broad did say “ Lo, what a charming tulle,’’ but the 
Major did say ‘‘ I say, old man, look at that one’s ankles.” And thie 
Warden, even Tony, did Jaugh, and clap his hands for glee, and did smile 
at the maidens who found favour in his sight. And I awoke, and did laugh 
at my dreams, for I said ‘‘ The Warden is sick, and therefore he must be 
abed. Did he not tell me that he was sick, and who am I, a humble scribe, 
to dream dreams? ’’ And I did tell my dream to the Warden, and he, even 
Tony, was wroth, and did say ‘* What man is that that hath let the cat even 
out of the bag? ” 


Fripay, DECEMBER Ô. 

The first day of the Festival, and the arrival of our first week-end 
visitors. Most of us haled off to the Albert Hall, where Stanley Baldwin 
was the chief speaker at a colossal Guest-night. 


SATURDAY, DECEMBER 7. 

The Festival in real earnest to-day, and lest it be overlooked we now 
relate the outstanding achievements of the Rugger Club in winning four 
matches with four teams in action. From noon onwards we welcomed a 
constant stream of guests. It is hard to give a complete list of our visitors, 
but those sleeping beneath our roof included Leicester, Godalming, Buenos 
Aires, Plymouth and Taunton. The show at the Abbey, St. Martin’s, and 
St. Margaret's, will be described by better pens than this; and, too, the 
Birthday Party at the Albert Hall. Few who were present will probably 
forget the simple loveliness of the Christmas Mime. We had not been 
previously aware that we were a huge Branch, but the purlieus and sub- 
terranean passages of the Albert Hall corrected this impression; they were 
literally packed with Mark I members. How many of them saw the show 
we cannot compute. Performers, stewards, and singers and laymen all 
jostled cach other in that Mecca of all thirsty souls, the Staff Bar. The 
hours round midnight were spent in divers manners; most righteously-minded 
people foregathered round the lounge fire and reminisced or ruminated, as 
the Spirit moved them. 


Sunpay, DECEMBER 8. 

A general departure in the morning for All Hallows, or for St. John’s 
Chupel in the Tower. The ‘bus which conducted us was most ably conducted 
by Bobby Kenyon, who punched one of the prettiest tickets in Greater 
London. ‘The morning wus devoted to the shepherding of multitudes of 
guests over the house. People rose to the occasion with real zeal, and nearly 
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300 people signed the book during the day. Bertie particularly was tireless 
in his efforts, though his methods should not be too closely emulated. He 
took up a strategic position behind the hatstand waiting for the prettiest 
representative of the L.W.H.—and the rest was easy. In the afternoon the 
show at the People’s Palace attracted our steps. This was the real family 
gathering, but having early got wedged in the press, we are unable to report 
clearly what went on. The Mouse and the Kid spent the evening in the 
congenial task of Warden-baiting. This got so bad that they had to be 
sent to bed! 


Monpay, DECEMBER 9. 
The Festival was a most undoubted success, but rigorous withal, and 
to-day was spent recuperating. 


TUESDAY, DECEMBER 10. 


The welcome return for a while of Allan Dye, in the throes of rehearsals, 
and of most Irvingesque mien. 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 11. 
A jolly good Guest-night, with Padre Thompson, of Oxford, giving a 
first-rate talk on the recent riots in Jerusalem. 


Tuurspay, DECEMBER 12. 

The house witnessed to-day the erection of a structure likely to have far- 
reaching consequences upon it. This was no less than a telephone box, in 
which it is hoped that conversations may be curried on (a) without the 
diffusion of one’s personal secrets to the crowd of interested listeners who 
now foregather; (b) without gratuitous interpolations in the conversation by 
the said listeners. 


Note.—The MS. for the following weck is missing, so that more literary 
genius appears to have been lost for ever ta posterity. 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 18. 

A packed Guest-night to hear Lord Ritchie, of Dundee, talk on the Port 
of London Authority. Tubby rolled up with Captain Sawbridge (a brother 
of Sawbones) and Hole (a cousin of Ludo Porter’s), and several other dis- 
tinguished and delightful guests. 


Fripay, DECEMBER 20. 

Once again we have the pleasure of welcoming a newcomer to our family 
circle. This is Shaw, and we herewith offer him the Bunghos of the house. 
We had our Christmas Party this evening, and for once the ladies were 
really welcomed, instead of being admitted with suspicious glances. In 
fact, so welcome were they, that Paddy promptly kissed Tony’s girl under 
the mistletoe, and half the house, including ourselves, turned green with 
envy at not having thought of it before. The fancy dresses were a most 
astonishing success, and beggar description. Tony appeared as the 
Hungarian Rhapsody, but surely Liszt never conceived anything like this. 
Bertie and Bobby Kenyon appeared as a couple of assorted pierrots. Pat 
as a caveman. Mouse as a most complete plumber. Leslie Wood and the 
Kid appeared to be cowpunchers of the most approved form, and John Mallet 
was weird and wonderful in a few towels which just did not come down. 
Ronnie Spear was the white part of an ensemble of which his sister appeared 
as black. Worcester was a pirate bold, probab]y Captain Hook himself, and 
Dicko by the simple expedient of donning a fez, achieved his life’s ambition 
of being the perfect sheik. McMullen as a Dutchman and Gerry Lansdell 
who might have been anything or nothing, also disported themselves. A set 
piece was provided by Spots, who was a caustic and angular nursemaid to 
those bonnie buxom babies Bobbie Hirst (male) and Isffie (female). The 
effect can be imagined. This brings us to the undoubted hit of the evening, 
Bill Goodwyn as Beatrice, the between-maid—a sheer masterpiece. Love 
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celebrated the occasion with a particularly excellent cigar, and Harry Tait 
lent the place a real Christmassy air with his paper hat. So much for the 
fashion parade. We had a real Christmas dinner with a nobly burning 
Christmas pudding, and mince pies which produced, or should have done, 
that passing pleasant lethargy of repletion. And the games ... 1 John 
and Itffie trying to balance oranges on quite inadequate spoons, and everyone 
waiting to play Postman’s Knock, but not liking to suggest it, and over all 
unostentatiously presiding, Mrs. Broad, most charming of hostesses, dressed, 
so we assert, as Anne of Cleves, and the Major as Gilpin fresh from triumph 
in the Manchester Handicap. To them we are indebted for a most jolly 
evening. 


SATURDAY, DECEMBER 21. 


Only two Rugger teams in action, of which the invincible “B” under 
R. S. T. Hirst was the only one to win (sorry Bobby, but we couldn’t help 
that). But anyhow, the “B” have a record up to Christmas upon which 
they are to be most heartily congratulated. 


Sunpay, DECEMBER 22. 


Bar two attempts to burn the house down, the day passed without event. 
The first effort was Bertie’s, when he succeeded in blowing in the front of 
the stove by wondering what would happen if he placed a gas-filled balloon in 
close proximity thereto. The second effort was Dicko’s, who failed to toast 
a currant bun. i 


Monpay, DECEMBER 23. 


The Mark I Light-Headed Infantry went for a route march this evening 
under the command of Major Broad. The troops first regaled themselves at 
their H.Q., the Chepstow, where the approach of Christmas was much in 
evidence, and the brimming tankard went its round. A happy touch was 
given by a gentleman with a most attractive squeaker. The full half-section 
fell in at 10.30 p.m., and on the march back the salute was given to:—(a) 
Three policemen; (b) two courting couples; (c) a postman; (d) a Number 27 
omnibus. 


TUESDAY, DECEMBER 24. 


Christmas Eve, and the season of goodwill, and most people off to spend 
it by their own fireside. Your diarist among them, who, probably to your 
great satisfaction, will cease to function till Monday. But even diarists are 
occasionally human, and although the temptation is great, it is not meet 
that our happy Christmas follies should be pilloried. A happy Christmas 
to you, my masters. 


Mownpay, DECEMBER 30. 

The wanderers have returned, and the house rings once again to their 
cheerful tramp. Once again these venerable walls ring to Berry’s giant 
laugh, and the noise of Worcester imitating hens is heard again in the land. 
New faces, too, are amongst us, and we bid weleome most cheerfully to 
Anstey of Birmingham, who is with us for a few days. 


TUESDAY, DECEMBER 381. 

The expiring of the old year and the welcoming of the now elicits no 
remarks from us. Regrets for the year that is gone we must all have, and 
none more so than the diarist. Directions and pious resolutions we must 
leave to far, far better hands than ours to write, but if we may make one 
resolution, shall it be that the diary shall be kept up to date. But here is no 
place for moralising and our resolution will probably meet the same fate as 
many have done before it and many will undoubtedly meet after it. 


WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 1, 1930. 

With the commencement of the New Year and a new volume of the 
Diary, what could be more fitting than to wish you the best of Happy New 
Years, and this we do with right good will. ‘The first Guest-night of 1930 
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was a happy augury for a good session. Stanley Clapham, whom we hope 
will be our new Padre, came along and talked, or rather chatted, about his 
journeying in South America with Tubby. Jolin also distinguished himself 
as a raconteur, and we passed a very pleasant evening. 

THURSDAY, JANUARY 2. 


A meeting of the Branch Executive, which is about enough for one day. 
It’s an ill wind, however, that blows no good, and we are pleased to see that 
Ronnie Spear and Lovo have been elected members of Toe H. IEearty 
congratulations! 


FRIDAY, JANUARY 8. 


For once a fully-inhabited lounge spent a peaceful evening. The Riot 
Act was not necessary, and to the rousing strains of Petor Dawson on the 
gramophone, the evening passed pleasantly enough. To any guests we afford 
a most hearty welcome, but to one recommended by Robert Sawers we would 
more particularly do so. To Stewart, therefore, who is steying with us 
awhile, we would like to express how glad we are to sec him, and to wish 
that his stay may be a pleasant one. 


SUNDAY, JANUARY 5. 


A visit to the Zoo in Regents Park wus simply a change of one’s venue 
for a kindred one. It, however, prevented us from gleaning any information 
as tothe goings on in Pembridge Gardens. The animals there are much as 
we know them here, except that on no oceasion are they ever late for a meal. 


MONDAY, January 6. 


We are reminded of the Prodigal Son to-day, by the return to the fold 
of Freddy Wells, after a lengthy absence in the Midlands. Although not in 
possession of a fatted calf to celebrate the occasion, we are none the less 
delighted to have him back. We gain another pillar of strength in the person 
of Sago, whom we also make welcome. 


TUESDAY, JANUARY 7. 


These City gents! A charming feminine voice informed the Major 
over the ‘phone that Shaw would not be in to dinner. This sounds too much 
like the man who said to his wife ‘‘ Important mecting, m’dear,”’ to be true. 


WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 8. 


A vast, probably u record, crowd of people to the Guest-night this evening. 
Wo werc privileged to welcome a party of boys from Giggleswick School (for 
ever an illustrious academy, as having produced our Ossie) and trying to show 
them something of Toe H. Major Salt, of the War Office, gave us a delightful 
talk, and Judge Jameson, on the eve of his daparture for Brisbane, gave us a 
fine farewell speech—a most pleasant evening. 


THURSDAY, JANUARY 9. 


We welcome a visit from Jack Miller, who has just recovered conscious- 
ness from the shock caused by his hearing that he had passed his Chartered 
Accountant's Final. He simply stood in the hall, with a colossal, but 
possibly justified, smirk. However, we all wholeheartedly add our congratula- 
tions to the many he must have already received upon this epoch-making 
achievement. 


FRIDAY, January 10. 

The Western District Guest-night at Fulham, featuring Barkis, attracted 
a good many people to-night, and the house was somewhat deserted in 
consequence. 
SATURDAY, JANUARY 11. 


The grave responsibility of converting these notes from a ‘‘ bold round 
hand ”' into a neat and legible typescript has been undertaken by McMullen, 
to whom we return our thanks. On behalf of all those within, we take this 
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opportunity of offering weleome to Powell, who has joined us recently. A 
notable week-end visitor in the person of Bill Goodwyn, Junior, a brother of 
our illustrious House Secretary. For ourselves we bid him most welcome; 
to Bill we consign the task of conveying him round the house and to follow 
in father’s footsteps!! Raining and snowing rather militated against a good 
Rugger game, but the Extra “A”, “B” and Extra “B” all won, the First 
and “A” losing for once. We congratulate Joe Webster on his promotion to 
the First, a very well merited honour, and one which augurs favourably for 
our chance in the Seven-a-side. The First were plaving at Barnct, and after 
some experiences of snow (supra), discovered that the water supply had 
failed. This little joke was much enjoved by the other teams. 


Sunpay, January 12. 


Blowing and raining, and a poor day for honest men to venture abroad. 
So much of this opinion were Messrs. Tait, Kenyon and Shaw that they 
remained abed until well into (what Harry would call) the forenoon. A 
bright idea, but, we helieve, not favourably looked upon by the nobs! So, 
my slothful friends, don’t do it again!!! The evening was considerably 
brightened by the return of Gerry Ashfield after a stay in the country. 
Dicko and Beresford spent the day tinkering with engines, and emerged 
apparently happy from this diversion. We do not quite know if they do this 
for fun, but there’s no accounting for tastes. 


Monpay, JANUARY 18. 
A very fair programme at the house meeting this evening, and a fairly 


good audience in attendance. Bill Goodwyn in ‘‘ Minutes * was again a 
popular item, and the Warden’s grouse was again a “‘ bill topper.” There 
was little of startling importance to record, but the house is apparently solid 
Tory, as the breakfast table “ Daily Herald ’’ is to be superseded by the 
‘* Observer ’’ and “ Sunday Times ” on Sunday. So that in future, should 
you observe Worcester expounding the doctrine of Charles Garvin, you will 
know whence and why it comes. 


TUESDAY, JANUARY 14. 


Return of the Kid from Bedford, to the unconcealed delight of the 
Mouse. An excited twittering noise from the Three Brothers’ Room revealed 
the two in close confabulation. What deviltry was there being hatched the 
future alone will show. 


WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 15. 

We had Appy, of Mark VII, at the Guest-night, and from him, as was 
to be expected, heard much wisdom. Now wisdom is no doubt a good and 
necessary thing, but some people seemed to think the evening needed 
brightening, and here the plot took shape: The Mouse made a leap at Joe, 
and seizing that hero’s collar in a firm grip, rent it right in twain; a most 
neatly executed work, leaving the tie untouched, and Joe, from his general 
appearance, under the impression that death by strangulation is not 
altogether the way in which a Webster should meet his Maker. We should 
have mentioned before that Ronnie Spear and Love were to-night initiated 
as branch members—coneratulations. 


THURSDAY, JANUARY 16. 


To our latest arrival, Jack Holt, we extend a hearty welcome to the 
family. 


Tripay, January 17. 


Discord in the family. Amos, who never misses an opportunity, got a 
wee skelp at the Sergennt’s canary, when that bird, in a rash moment, left 
its cage. The poor bird was u bit frightened, and is in a critical condition. 
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SATURDAY, January 18. 


Departure of Pat to Cardiff with a touring company of the Toc H 
Players—some people get all the luck! Rugger honours were equal, the 
First and Extra “A” losing, and the “A” and “B” winning. The Extra 
“B” managed to avoid defeat—but then the match was scratched. Bobby 
Hirst, of all people, chose to celebrate victory at a well-known local rendez- 
vous, and was borne thence dishevelled, but triumphant, by the ever 
solicitous Dicko. Why Bobby chose to eat his dinner off a chair in the middle 
of the room we don't quite know, and it is not really our business. The 
Rugger Club and we of the house suffer a real loss to-day, in the departure 
of Jack Beresford to Stoke-on-Trent. Our good wishes go with him there. 
The lounge was again decked in festive mood for the occasion of the Boys’ 
Club Party, which was a great success. Effie acted as master of the revels, 
to everyone’s content. Effe, you see, has such a way with children! 


Sunpay, January 19. 


With the Warden and Paddy away, sundry people counted on being 
able to consume an illegal belated breakfast. They reckoned, however, 
without their host, and found Bill Goodwyn with a metaphorical flaming 
sword barring the way. Threats and cajoleries having failed, they turned 
sadly into the outer darkness (where is wailing and gnashing of teeth, but no 
bacon) sadder and, let us hope, wiser men. Auld acquaintanee was renewed 
by a welcome visit from Monty Callis, who brought with him Ibbotson (Mark 
IV) and Buckingham (Mark VIII). Many happy returns to MacMullen, who 
celebrated his birthday to-day in a heroic attempt to get the Diary typed 
up-to-date. 


Monpay, JANUARY 20. 


A day of grectings and congratulations, but first of all, the sorrowful 
business of farewells. For to-day Tom Garaway leaves us to take up duties 
at the Brothers’ House. We shall miss him: and the absence of those 
classical curves and creases luxuriating in a bath will leave a real gap in the 
harmless amusements of the House. May all happiness and success attend 
him in his new sphere. Next, the greetings to Alistair Dey and Brian Dickson, 
who are now such old friends as to dispense with the expression of welcome. 
Congratulations and birthday greetings to Woreester, who advances another 
step on the rond to manhood. The great day was signalised by Worcester 
using a razor on that ageing chin. A noble effort, which proves that the 
rising generation is still a mettlesome onc. 


TUESDAY, JANUARY 21. 


Our stream of ever welcome guests was continued with Padre Feather- 
ston, of Brussels, whom we rejoice to see, and the perennial Toggy, whom we 
are again glad has the chance of seeing us! The day's sensation has been a 
romantic encounter of John Coney’s, of which, we suspect, somewhat garbled 
accounts have reached us. One widely credited version is that the chivalrous 
Jolin heroically saved an aged lady from footpads, and was rewarded with a 
grateful sixpence. A more probable tale is that he offered his ‘' brolly ” 
to a most beautiful maiden, and with average luck they may live happily 
ever after. The chief snag about this is that John Coney with an umbrella 
is an unlikely proposition. The actual details are, however, relatively un- 
important, and the fact remains that John undoubtedly did perform some 
feat of “* derring-do ’’ which docs him—and us—credit. 


WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 22. 


During our transition period without a padre, Appy, of Mark VII, did us 
the appreciated service of celebrating this morning. The evening was given 
over to a Guest-night, which surpassed exceedingly the somewhat meagre 
hopes which had been raised by its title of ‘‘ Open Night.” We do not 
propose to give details, which may be found elsewhere, but a delighted 
Branch looked on while the Warden, with the utmost politeness, expressed 
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his views on the Chairman, who, no whit abashed, told the Warden what he 
thought of him. This thrust and parry was followed by the Headmaster of 
Dawson Court College, who started off with the obvious intentions of telling 
us what good fellows we are. A somewhat inopportune reference to beer, 
however, diverted the eulogy, and we were subsequently entertained to a 
dramatie recital of a beer-drinking competition, in which the Reverend 
Gentleman (then in the Army) was defeated by a short pint by a Regimental 
Sergeant-Major. If the R.S.M. started at scratch this was very good for 
a Padre. 


Fripay, JANUARY 24. 

Hector arrived to-day to spend the week-end with us, and to attend the 
Rugger Supper to-morrow. As usual, he adds tone to the place and is, 
as ever, very welcome. A scene of domestic bliss in the lounge, several 
people littered about reading, and Effie, Jack Miller, Bertie and Shaw 
enjoying a not very quict rubber of Bridge. The last-named has just 
revoked, and Efħe is so pleased at not being the misereant for once, that 
he has magnanimously waived all penalties. 


SATURDAY, JANUARY 25. 

It gives us most particular pleasure to welcome Canon Morray Jones, 
from South America. He is an honoured guest, and we sincerely hope that 
he will enjoy his stay in our midst. The Rugger crowd have been, as usual, 
much in evidence. Three teams out of four won to-day, and afterwards 
victor and vanquished, with their friends, repaired to the Stadium Club, in 
Holborn, to the Club Supper. We have, long since, abandoned the hope of 
being able to describe in detail these Toc H binges. In the first place, we are 
totally unable to describe them fittingly, and next, if we spoke literally, we 
should most undoubtedly become involved in a series of libel actions, not to 
speak of the risk of assault on our person. Suffice it then to say that the 
occasion was all that could have been desired. Why Alistair Dey elected 
to walk home from Queens Road, and why Dicko should have appeared 
belated and dishevelled, why Bertie should come in at half-past twelve (and 
it might have been next Tuesday for all he knew or cared), into these and 
other things we do not pry too closely. As we said before, it was a very 
good show. 


SUNDAY, JANUARY 26. 

Tony, John Mallet, Love and Worcester went off betimes for a walk 
with the Leatherhead Branch. They subsequently arrived back, satisfied 
as only men can be who have padded an honest hoof in the pouring rain. 
It has come to our notice that last night, the anniversary of the death of 
Bobbie Burns, did not pass unobserved by our North Country members. 
Harry Tait and Love, in solemn conclave, with the Sergeant partook of a 
noble haggis, and presumably told each other that ‘‘ a man’s a man for a’ 


that.” Though, unfortunately, not present on this historic occasion, we 
imagine our Scots partaking of “‘ just a wee doch and doris to keep out the 
cauld.” Jack Miller, his arduous labours now ended, has returned to the 


fold, and right glad we are to have his beaming countenance with us once 
more. Amid scenes of impressive pomp and pageantry the Hector Telephone 
Hut was formally opened to-night. A mixed Guard of Honour—from its 
appearance recruited from the dregs of humanity—turned out. It consisted, 
in fact, of Hostellers and Bowler Hats, and was commanded by Major Brond, 
who appeared in full dress uniform of the Crouch End Cossacks. Major 
Pope (Commanding Officer of the Fitzroy Fusilicrs) represented affiliated 
battalions, and General Cooper turned out the Guard. The Right Ample 
Hector, after inspecting the troops, then removed the shawl which covered 
the Commemoration Tablet, and in a few well-chosen words bequeathed it 
to the members of Mark I, &c., &c., their heirs, executors and assigns, and 
all that sort of rot. Private Grand St. Dad replied haltingly on behalf of 
the populace, but words were difficult owing to:—(a) The visible emotion 
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which choked him; (b) some casual sealing wax which choked him; (c) the 
insistent intoning of an anthem by attendant acolytes (words of the anthem 
are published by the Coach and Horses Press, 44d. post free). It now 
remains to instal a telephone in this haven, and everything in the garden 
will be lovely. 

Monpay, JANUARY 27. 

First, to correct a blatant error which has crept into even the best 
regulated Diaries! Bur-r-r-rms Night was stated in our issue of Saturday 
to have been the anniversary of the death of that immortal poet, whereas, 
of course, it’s his birthday. We hate to emulate certain daily papers by 
rushing into print and finding out the facts afterwards, but we borrow the 
phrase and apologise for any inconvenience that may have been caused. 
Love and Harry both contracted severe abdominal rigours during the course 
of this evening, in other words, they had most awful pains in their respective 
tum-tums. It might have been colic, but the Sergeant is going about with a 
sorrowful look on his face, which says inore plain than words ** Dash a man 
who can’t hold his haggis.” Paddy underwent a blood transfusion to-night, 
but instead of coming back decently, he bounded in most disgustingly 
heartily. Under cross-examination the witness disclosed the fact that the 
hospital had been staffed, apparently, by a bevy of lady-medicos, all of un- 
exampled beauty and none, as the Lord Chancellor says, over the age of 21. 
There followed a recital of how Paddy laid his throbbing head (balderdash) 
upon a fair—but we spare the details. Anyhow, hc is hoping that the McKee 
gore will be much in demand. Now, we are all for combining business with 
pleasure, but these Toc H jobs are getting a bit suspicious. The Jobmaster 
is now going to start a waiting list for those desiring to enrol for the Blood 
Transfusion Service! ! 

TUESDAY, JANUARY 28. 

The ways of a man are oft inscrutable (we acquire a poctic fervour), but 
why Jack Miller (henceforward Jack) should bring a violin into the house 
we cannot fathom. He can't play it (fortunately) and also (very fortunately) 
knows he can’t. But we hope it won't get into the hands of unscrupulous 
persons (we name no names) who don’t know they can't play it and try 
to, or persons who know they can’t play it and try to. This is getting a bit 
involved, so let it suffice. But if the night watches are rudely disturbed by a 
noise which might be Paddy dreeing his weird, you’]l know what it is. And 
if you have a pickaxe or a halberd handy, or even an iron-shod shoe, then, 
my son, use it without pity or remorse, lest worse befall you. 


WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 29. 

The usual Guest-night had been foregone, so that people might go and 
see the Toc H Players in the ‘‘ Sea Urchin.” We were not ourselves 
privileged to attend, but understand that Berry (whom it rejoices to have 
among us again) didn't seem to put his heart and soul into his Don Juan 
role. Dicko should have been cust for the part and so save the necessity of 
rehearsals. 

THURSDAY, January 30. 

We had a welcome visit from our Sergeant-Major and his fiddle. A 
most enjoyable chat round the fire, followed by some music from the 
Sergeant-Major’s bow. Afterwards Matthews (known as Jessie of that ilk) 
held forth at length upon the delicate subject of feminine attractions. This 
most erudite vouth displayed the knowledge of a man of the world, but then 
you know what these railway oflices are. heir day appears to be spent 
in a little mild dalliance (or dillyance, as the case may be) and notice that 
the Scottish Express is passing through Crewe! Having expressed the 
opinions that all flesh is gross, that there are as good fish in the sea as ever 
came out of it, that the love of a good woman (no, we'll leave that bit out) 
and that nothing venture nothing win, Jessie went to bed. 

“ And still we gaze, and still the wonder grows 
How that young man has found out all he knows.” 
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Frinay, January 31. 

Mac has appeared in the role of a public benefactor hy producing at 
stated intervals quantities of most surpassing salted almonds. On those we 
could dilate at length, but forbear, and leave you to try them for yourself. 
A visit from the Diarist’s brother enlivened to-day's proceedings. Several 
people tried to wring from him details of our alleged dark past, but he was 
fortunately dumb. 


SATURDAY, Ferruary 1. 

A day of national rejoicing, and pealing of bells. They celebrate the 
arrival in this world of Michael Hugh Dymoke Broad, and to the Major and 
Mrs. Broad we offer our most sincere congratulations. We are all as elated 
as if we all had sons and heirs, and the joy of the House has expressed itself 
in tuneless universal song. A later message states that the infant has 
alreudy put on six pounds. Tf he keeps up this rate of progress he'll make 
a useful forward for Toc H in a few years. Rugger results are all square 
with the First and Extra ‘‘A’’ losing and the “A” and Extra “B” winning. 
The “B” turned up at their opponents’ ground, what time the said opponents 
arrived hopefully at Barnet. So the “‘B’’ were done out of their weekly win. 
Joe was again playing for the first, and is fast establishing a reputation for 
himself—good show. We lose one of the old sweats to-day by the departure 
of Bobby Kenyon, who finds that, as an engaged man, he wastes time which 
might be far better spent than travelling between Notting Hill Gate and 
Muswell Hill. Good luck Bobby. Paddy crept in, in the small hours of 
the morning, immaculate in clean collar and boiled shirt. Very thoughtfully 
he decided to go to bed without putting the light on. The opening of his 
door, however, projected a stream of water down McKee's neck, and Paddy 
doesn’t think being thoughtful has much to recommend it now! 


Sunpay, FEBRUARY 2. 

The breakfast table was somewhat sparsely populated this morning, and 
it almost seemed as if more people than not missed the meal. A pleasant 
day, except for the weather. 

Monpbay, Fesruary 3. 

Freddy Wells, following Ronnie's idea, has developed boils on the neck. 
Other than this there is nothing to brighten a Diarist’s existence. Can't 
some of you blokes get shingles, or fencer’s elbow, so that we shall have 
something to write about? 


TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 4. 

A labour gang was busy during the course of the evening transplanting 
the Shi Room from the basement ta the top floor. Archie's room is being 
moved to the Major’s quarters, the Major going below. The iden of the 
game was to get a chest of drawers upstairs, or down, as the case may be, 
without: —(a) Precipitating its contents prematurely on to a lower floor; (b) 
denuding the walls of all the pictures; (c) leaving the job in the middle of 
the stairs to attend forthwith to the thirst engendered. Leslie Wood did 
much work in connection with the operations, nnd the Mouse stood by and 
made encouraging remarks. 


WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 5. 

A memorable Guest-night this evening, and a large mob there. Tubby 
turned up, bringing with him R. C. Sherriff and Eddy of South America. 
All three talked, and Tubby wound up the affair with a talk such as, perhaps, 
anly he ean give. Stanley Clapham at the coffee stall afterwards obtained 
several free teas—a man to be closely watched. 


Tuurspay, FEBRUARY 6. 

It was really good news to-day to hear that Michael Broad had got his 
first illness over and was going on well. We are always pleased to see Major 
Pope (of the Fitzroy Fusiliers), but we doubly appreciated his kindness over 
yesterday and to-day in relieving the Major over a very anxious time. 
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Fripay, FEBRUARY 7. 


The Branch Exccutive met this evening and broke up at the record time 
of 9.30 p.m. Was it a coincidence that this wus the first meeting at which 
Stanley Clapham has been present? But he needn't have been in such a 
eee as the coffee stall is open all night—but then, perhaps it wasn't tea 
his time. 


SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 8. 


Good records for the Rugger Club to-day. At least four teams won, 
and one result—the Extra ‘'B’’—is not yet to hand. In company with 


several other peaceable souls, we went this evening to Wapping, there to 
spend a quiet week-end at Pierhcad House. Any doings in the house are, 
therefore (probably mercifully), hidden from us. 


SUNDAY, FEBRUARY 9. 


The short time spent at Wapping was most undoubtedly enjoyed by 
everyone who went. We are very grateful to ex-Padre Tom Garaway for his 
share in making it such a thoroughly good show. Possibly the strain of 
keeping perfectly quiet for at Icast seven waking hours is too much for many 
people, but it’s a unique experience to watch Bobby Hirst and Jack Miller 
performing the feat. Alleged jesting aside, however, many of us have 
reasons to be glad of this time in this quict riverside house. 


Monpay, Fesruary 10. 


A plague of boils (or blains) has broken out. Following Ronnie Spear’s 
example, Freddy Wells, Bill Goodwyn, Bobby Hirst and Mae have all been 
so affected. We are not cognisant of what private misdemecanours these 
stricken ones have been guilty, which has brought down this judgment upon 
their heads, or rather necks, but we hope they will cease before the bath 
water flows blood, or we get frogs hopping about all over the place. 
Tuespay, FEBRUARY 11. 

A Midland invasion took place to-day, but a welcome one, and we were 
pleased to house for a day, two, Hibbs of Nottingham and the ubiquitous 
Toggy (no, Toggy, that is not 2 swear word as you might suppose). ‘Those 
privileged had a private view of an interesting performance this evening. 
With great care and after due preparation, the Mouse lit a pipe. There was 
some brisk betting as to whether he would be able to keep it alight, but 
all was well. The Mouse is now a confirmed worshipper; if he keeps it up 
he may almost aspire to a cigar one day. 


WEDNESDAY, February 12. 

It is becoming quite common to receive back exiles to the old roof-trec. 
Hugh Chignell, having successfully surmounted his exam., once more returns 
to No. 24, and is received with open arms. Without in any sense reflecting 
on this welcome, we note with some pain that he has developed a sort of 
sidelong whistle, which he looses off out of sheer abandon. ‘This was doubt- 
less considered lightly diverting in Godalming, but we would point out that 
we already have several people capable of producing all the noise we necd. 
Padre Maund, of St. Peter's, gave us a good talk on Australia at our Guest- 
night this evening, and illustrated it with some excellent slides. To Gilbert 
Williams wo extend our grateful thanks for sparing some of his extremely 
occupied time, to Celebrate for us at our Communicn this morning. 


Tuurspay, FEBRUARY 18. 

Pat was early to be observed donning his now familiar boiled shirt, for 
one of his customary night prowls. A crowd gathered to give him a good 
send-off, but with the modesty characteristic of all great men, he eluded it, 
and shot up the road at high speed. He must have had an exhausting time 
wherever he went, for the inexplicable collapse of his bed during the night 
failed to disturb him, and, in consequence, dark rumours are afloat upon the 
subject of the bed. However, we feel that a little reticence would be, at the 
moment, tactful. 
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Fripay, FEBRUARY 14. 

The Warden swam 196 yards to-day, considerably faster than anyone 
else in his Bank, and in consequence bids fair to win some sort of a pot. 
We of the House, shining with reflected glory, offer our hearty congratula- 
tions. Later in the evening we are expecting a party of chaps from Glasgow 
Academy, and in advance bid them welcome. 

12.30 a.m.: Apparently the members we so courtcously welcomed came 
from Edinburgh, and not Glasgow Academy. They have just woken us 
up, stamped on us, and pointed out the error of our ways. We take this 
only chance of apologising most humbly for the error, with mental reserva- 
tions as to the wisdom of writing up a diary in advance. 


SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 15. 


The Rugger teams underwent a sort of General Post to-day. Dicko 
was promoted to the First; congrats. Tony and Pat were playing for the 
“A”, and in consequence, doubtless, the First lost to the Chartered 
Accountants. The ‘‘A’' drew, the Extra “A” and “B” won, and the Extra 
“B” most decidedly lost, so it wasn’t a very encouraging week-end. A 
mighty carcase hangs in the larder, or we should now say buttery, forsooth. 
Stap my vitals, my masters! (old English for Bungho Troops). There will be 
venison in the near future. To the donor of this gift we return thanks. 
Worcester, when told that it was hanging, asked if it were alive, and seemed 
to wonder why no one cut the poor thing down! The Major cogently 
remarked that it’s not the first little dear we've had in the House. 


Sunpay, Fepruary 16. 


Bill Goodwyn, John Coney and Mac remained abed to-day, as their 
boils have had a busy week. Michael Broad, according to the latest bulletin, 
has put on another six ounces. If this progress is maintained the letter 
scales will have to be abandoned in favour of a weighbridge. Jack Miller 
essayed to type a letter on the new typewriter to-night. His ideas, however, 
and those of the typewriter differed as the perverse brute persisted in typing 
capital Q's instead of the date. This little misunderstanding having been 
cleared up, all should have been well. The letters were duly and 
conscientiously punched out, and piled themselves up in a solid phalanx, 
which was all very well, but a little difficult to decipher. As the supply of 
notepaper was now running short, Jack typed o perfectly good letter on the 
old machine. Jack Miller is going to talk to Sago for the good of his soul!! 


Monpay, FEBRUARY 17. 

Our Scottish friends have by now made themselves thoroughly part of the 
family. They set off this morning to inspect London, doubtless to find it 
sadly lacking in attraction after Edinburgh. John went with them in 
capacity of Guide, Philosopher and Friend, which office, of course, none 
could fill better than he. Our guests seemed to display an instinctive pre- 
disposition to visit a series of cinemas, no doubt in their search for the 
Italian Pictures. We trust and believe that John diverted their activities 
into more profitable and less expensive channels. They went off by the 
night express, having, we hope, thoroughly enjoyed their visit. We certainly 
did, and hope to see any of them any time they visit London again. It is 
our pleasant duty to welcome a newcomer, Clarke, to the family. He has 
now survived the Warden's homily and drawn a towel from the Major, and 
may regard himself as one of us. Ave! as (we believe) the pre-Mussolini 
Romans said, which being interpreted means Bunauo. 


TuEspay, Fresruary 18. 

Ossi has come out with one of his perennial bright ideas, and suggests 
that the Toc H Players should make holiday together in a caravan. Paddy’s 
eye, when he heard of it, lit up with an Irish gleam, which doubtless foresaw 
halcyon days in a trailer. We picture a happy scene on the quiet road, with 
the party jogging along, laughing merrily at Ossi's wit. In the last glow 
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of the setting sun (or, alternately, the first ditto of the rising moon), Pat 
sits peacefully on the step with the scheduled lady, and pours Blarney and 
smoke into the shell-like ear, waiting till the sun (or, alternatively, the moon) 
goes right down!! We have always heard that the stage is a sinful carcer, 
and these amateurs seem certainly to have got hold of the right idea. 


WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 19. 


Our pre-arranged Guest-night speaker was unable to turn up, but his 
place was ably filled by Curtis, of Dar-es-Salaam, who gave a jolly good 
talk on Tanganyika. John Mallet was in the chair, and Tubby rolled up 
later on. A very good evening! 


Tuurspay, Fesruary 20. 


We had intended to settle down seriously to-night to the onerous task 
of writing the Diary, but were suborned away to the Coronet. Consequently 
our knowledge of what went on in the house is limited. Further, a settled 
gloom, induced by the fact that we had to pay for our own scat, has only 
been partially dispelled by the capers of one ‘* Mickey the Mouse ’’! 
However, the late Diarist is rewarded with copy, for Pat has just come in 
from a dance at Bethnal Green (dancing shoes essential). We, however, 
staved off the flood of tender reminiscences about it, as the roles of Father 
Confessor and House Scribe do not go well together. Powell has been 
ingeniously re-named Bolo. Certain of the family commented on his 
likeness to a well-known old gentleman, but Satan was thought to be a bit 
personal. So the classical Diabolo was substituted, and Bolo riscs like a 
Phoenix from the ashes. That, gentlemen, concludes our programme for 
this evening, or to put it in a manner which you’re more likely to understand, 
“Time, Gentlemen, Pleasssssse ’’! ! | 


Frivay, FEBRUARY 21. 


Our reminiscences over the week-end will be a little scattered in troth. 
Our personal presence was required in the West Country to assist at our 
brother’s nuptials, and in consequence we were unable to glean that inside 
information as to the comings and goings of the personnel of the House. 
And as we scorn to publish statements not fully authenticated, Friday, 
Saturday and Sunday will, we fear, be somewhat scanty in news. On 
Saturday afternoon, however, a mixed Toc H team did battle with the 
National Provincial Bank “C”, a fixture officially assigned to the Extra 
“B”. Despite the alleged assistance of members of the First XV. and other 
so-called superior beings, this team lost by 56 points to 8. Which gives us 
seriously to think. The Extra “B”, however, disclaim all responsibility, 
as having these unknown quantities in their ranks. 


Monpay, FEBRUARY 24. 

Jack Miller has developed an unorthodox boil in an unorthodox position, 
and is temporarily hors de combat. He moves slowly about the house with 
brown plus fours and a woebcgone air. We hope he will soon be his usual 
sunny sclf again. 


TUESDAY, FEBRUARY 25. 
The latest invalid is Bossie, who, poor chap, has developed an internal 
injury. We anxiously await better news from him. 


WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 26. 


Padre Maund officiated for us at our Communion this morning, and we 
are very grateful to him. We welcome a newcomer to-day in Brian Rendeli, 
whose fame has gone before him. He is reported to be prodigiously expert 
as n District Secretary; in addition to this he is a Westcountryman, and we 
are pleased to have him in the family at Mark I. At the Guest-night 
to-night we learned much of the Regnal League from Roberts, who dilated 
skilfully upon that movement. He was somewhat severely heckled after- 
wards, notably by Gerry Ashfield, who spoke of the joys of ejectment from 
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“ pubs.” However, the speaker kept his end up well. Stanley Clapham 
spent the evening with us, and as is his wont, luxuriated in the bath to his 
great content, but to the apprehension of the waiting queue. 

Tuurspay, FEBRUARY 27. 


The Mouse is being subjected to a much-needed course of discipline. This 
takes place once nightly, and the Kid is excluded from the ceremony; but 
otherwise the public are admitted without charge. ‘The discipline consists 
of the removal of the trousers, after which the Mouse is folded in two across 
a suitable projection, and the Red Hand of Ulster implented upon an obvious 
and conspicuous part of him. To-night Part II. of the course started, and 
the Mouse was somewhat sacrificially bathed, after which the red hand was 
dusted with powder, which we understand is the proper thing to do. The 
powder was supplied, of course, by Paddy and was distinctly redolent. Pat 
apparently sets out on his Lancastrian (Gate) pilgrimages very fully 
equipped. 

Fripay, FEBRUARY 28. 


Owing to the considerable time whieh has elapsed between the penning 
of these notes and the time at which the events took place, memory has 
become a little dimmed. But one thing stands out in bold relief: an 
ineffaceable meimory of Jack Miller’s new plus fours. It would need the 
pen of an Edgar Allan Poe properly to describe the garments, but we can 
only do our inadequate best. Built on generous lines, yet with the elusive 
grace of an electric tram; broad in the beam, yet not too broad to preclude 
easy inlet and egress through a doorway; of a inystical colour, not blue, not 
green, nor yet grey, and not yellow, and yet all four at once (very much like 
the tiger rug in the office where the fur has worn off!!!). Wonderful value, 
my vriends; only a few left; roll up!!!. 


SATURDAY, Marca 1. 


Jack is off to Margate to-day, ostensibly to take the breezes, but really 
to give the plus fours the setting of wide open spaces which they demand. 
He has thus earned the title of ** Margate Miller, the Sartorial Certainty.” 
Tt has occurred to vs at this belated hour that remarks upon clothes are in 
rather doubtful taste; but we plead a Diarist’s privilege, and can’t waste 
good copy. For the first time this season Toc H suffered five defeats upon 
the Rugby field in one day. Oh! What a fall was there, my countrymen!!! 
Sunpay, Marcn 2. 

The month of hares has been sclected as the one during which 
we perform as choristers at All Hallows. A large squad, under Paddy, 
duly trotted off to evensong, and there arrayed themselves in ‘‘ Hassocks ” 
(a la Webster) and ‘‘ These sort of Shirt Things ° (according to Castle). 
Having gained the Chancel without casualties we broke forth into song to 
some effect. Brian Rendell looked quite patriarchal and almost committed 
the solecism of singing in tune. Pat, as usual, looked very fetching in his 
flowing garments. 


Monpay, Marce 3. 

Tony went off to spend a week with Gilbert Williams, ond left Pat to 
the cares of office. Whereat the Irish brow was furrowed, as Pat thinks the 
shillelagh mightier than the pen. 


Turspay, Marcu 4. 

Practically everyone went off this evening to Tubby’s Pancake Party 
at Wandsworth. The Kid defended his title in the Greeze, and a right good 
scrum took place—Queensberry rules inoperative. The pup got off his hams 
well, and was well under the field, but the Pancake eluded him, and the 
honour went to our old friends of Mark II. An extremely varied programme 
took place, outstanding in which was a speech by Tubby, and one by Neville 
Talbot, recently returned to England. To many of us this last day before 
Lent is one of gloom; tobacco is to be banished, partly for reasons 
of conscience, but chiefly due to the more secular sacrifice of training. 
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Wepnespay, Marca 5. 

A settled and very deep depression over the house. Except for a few 
perverts such as Effie and Pat, the House has kept to its resolution at least 
for one day. The atmosphere at our Guest-night this evening was almost fit 
to breathe—an unprecedented state of affairs. Col. Crosfield, of the British 
Legion came along and started to give us a Lantern Lecture. The fuse, as 
usual, conked out, and could not be induced again to function—so we had, 
perforce, to forego most of the slides. All the same, it was a very good evening. 


Tnurspay, Marcu 6. 


Mac and Brian Rendell went off tonight to Maida Vale to debate with 
the local Branch as to whether Marks are worth while. Of course, the art 
of debating is to argue at great length upon subjects about which no one 
could disagree. However, we hear that they swept the board. 


Fripay, Marca 7. 


Our Edinburgh friends have sent us a haggis, which looked very dead 
upon arrival—it was probably tired after the journey. However, after being 
boiled it brightened up considerably and was consumed, not without some 
trepidation, by the family. 


Saturpay, Marca 8. 


The First Fifteen played the Standard Bank of South Africa, whom they 
duly defeated, this afternoon. Tony and Pat had been openly gloating over 
the chance of legally screwing the Mouse’s neck, with the Kid not present; so 
Mouse deemed discretion the better part of valour and scratched. Of other 
reaults to hand, two were won and one lost, so that last week's evil record 
was, to some extent, vindicated. 


Sunpay, Marcu 9. 


A picturesque and historic ceremony took place in the Chapel this after- 
noon in the christening of Michael Hugh Dymoke Broad. ‘The Guard of 
Honour turned out in full strength under Corpora! Cooper (of the Leicester- 
shire Laggards—Retired). The drill of the troops was favourably commented 
on by the Sergeant, who thought it a creditable turnout for recruits. For 
the first time in history the House turned out its band, under the tutelage 
of Almost-Bundsman Chignell, who waved a delightful baton. McKee was 
at the pianos (one, troops, for the use of), and was chiefly instrumental in 
defining the tune. The rest supplied the delicate nuances of tune and melody 
(sic—whatever that means). Cook-Sergeant Miller (microscopic mouth 
organist) and Boy Joe Webster (melodian) were prominent among some extra- 
ordinarily inspired instrumentalists, and Privates Attride, Kennedy, 
MacMullen, Tait, Love and Wilson were also to be observed littered about 
the place in divers more or less picturesque attires and attitudes. Effie 
Castle, who has been loafing about the place lately, was pressed into service 
as a beadle, a job for which he is constitutionally well constructed. The 
infant scaled 7.5 pounds, and looked very fit. His nurse, interviewed, was 
quietly confident about his prospects. After a quiet beginning, he warmed 
up to his work and easily outvoiced Tom Garraway. Boredom then set in, 
and he finished the service in a contented sleep. Tony and Jack acted as 
proxy-Godfathers—or seconds—and were quietly efficient. We gave Michael 
a miniature beer tankard to celebrate the occasion, so that now he'll simply 
lean over the edge of the pram, brandish it at the Major, and say: ‘‘ Same 
again, please Dad.’’ The band played again during tea, but in spite of this 
it was an enjoyable meal. And now having written a considerable amount 
of sheer nonsense may we say what we ought to have said first of all— 
that is, how glad we all are to see Mrs. Broad again, and looking so fit; 
to congratulate her and the Major most heartily; and to wish Michael Hugh 
Dymoke all joy and happiness. 
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Monpay, Maron 10. 

The soil was well and truly tilled to-night by Tony, Hugh and Leslie 
Wood, aided by some very casual labour. For a strenuous hour they dug up 
the lawn, preparatory to having it re-turfed in yet another effort to keep it 
green. Several other people stood about, and tendered advice, and there 
was a general air of agriculture astir. The following scraps are culled from 
the conversation of the toilers:—Leslie to Tony: ‘‘ Thie ‘andicapper du 
want a clip upside th’ lug.’’ Hugh to Leslie: ‘‘ I ullus were vond o’ 
spades.” Tony to the assembled rustics: “‘ Oi be powerful dry.” Amid 
considerable excitement, the Mark I Team for the Fitzpen (or Penfitz) Cup 
was announced to-night. For the benefit of the uninitiated this receptacle 
is to be fought for at Soccer, between ourselves and Mark VII. This, we 
understand, is a game played with a round ball and your jersey outside 
your bags. The team is to go into strict training, Burmah cheroots and 
Vodka being entirely barred. We hope to publish illuminating notes as to 
our prospects later in the week. It is not often that we fall to verse, but 
the following epic has been inspired by recent events : — 

The Mouse got most unruly, 

He has been so for weeks, 

So they beat him well and truly; 

Where?—Just abaft the breeks. 

They smacked him black, they smacked him blue, 
Till he was very sore, 

Saying: ‘‘ Mouse, this hurts me more than you; 
Don't do it any more.” 


TurEspay, Marcu 11. 


A rumour has been going round that the Fitzpen team are to take brine 
baths; several people on receipt of this information scratched forthwith, and 
the project had to be abandoned. 


Wepnespay, Marcu 12. 


Modesty forbids us to comment upon the Guest-night programme this 
evening. The programme consisted of a Lantern Lecture on “‘ Eighteenth 
Century Landmarks in London.’’ Fortunately the lantern held out, so that 
that part of the programme, at least, was truc to title. The rest comprised 
a cross-talk exhibition between a conscientious lecturer and certain facetious 
gentlemen in the body of the hall, who interspersed their own ideas of what 
the Metropolis used to look like. 


Taurspay, Marca 13. 


Those people not otherwise engaged sallied forth into the unknown, and 
eventually landed up at Holloway Road. They there witnessed a some- 
what harrowing drama entitled ‘“‘ The Pelican,’’ produced under the aegis of 
the Drama League. The journey home was a notable example of how to 
make the most of a season ticket, the which involved a circuitous route by 
way of Leicester Square. Harry Tait, who can, apparently, go from Edgware 
to Morden and back for three-halfpence, accompanied the troops for 
company's sake. 


Fripay, Marcu 14. 

Tt falls to our happy lot to welcome Major Pope, who has moved in 
to-day. Since we have to lose Major Broad—to our lasting regret—we 
cannot imagine his place being better filled than by his brother-in-law. The 
which is an effort to put into graceful form a resounding “‘ Bungho *’ to 
the Majors. The Branch Executive met during the course of the evening. 
Its proceedings, of course, are as a sealed book—and, to say the truth, no 
one bothers in the least. It is understood, however, that the Jobmaster 
confessed to a series of astonishing crimes, long suspected, and now brought 
to light. Patrick started his summer holiday to-day. They have weird 
customs in Ould Oireland. 


87 


SATURDAY, Marca 15. 

The world and his wife (i.e., an enlarged edition of Dicko and the 
L.W.H.) went to Twickenham this afternoon to see the Calcutta Cup match. 
John had produced us some excellent seats, and we certainly saw a first-class 
game. It is, however, just as well that the match was drawn. In the 
absence of Scot or Sassenach having reason to celebrate victory, the house 
went to bed sober. The evening was spent, in point of fact, at the Coronet. 
About fifteen people invaded this hospitable and inexpensive haunt. Bertie, 
Fuzzled Freddie and (of all people) G-G-Gerry Ashfield fell to the charms 
of the fair usheress (or should it be ushess?) and politely but firmly insisted 
upon ranging themselves along the wall, in preference to occupying the 
respective seats for which they had disbursed some eighteen pence apiece. 
And when the charmer walked up and down her beat they thought themselves 
rewarded. We had, ourselves, sniffed Spring in the air, and this confirms 
its arrival! 


Sunpay, Marca 16. 

To-day, on Barnet’s sward, the battle for the Fitzpen (or Penfitz) Cup 
was fought out. Sward, as a matter of fact, is a flattering definition of a 
fairly level stretch of mud, which looked like a river bank where the cows 
go down to drink. Injury had robbed us of several useful (alleged) 
performers, and the troupe, as finally constituted, lined up as follows (with 
jerseys outside bags):—Major Broad (goal); John Mallet and Bertie Attride 
(backs); F. Fuzzled-Freddie Wells, Johnie Holden and Nobby Clarke (half- 
backs); Joseph Webster, Dennis Dicko, Antonio Cooper (Capt.), Gerry 
Ashfield and The MacMullen (forwards). The Skipper bullied-off for us 
and the forwards got in a nice rush, but somcone found touch. George 
Lashmore, who was featuring in the Mark VII team, next tackled the Major, 
who was our goalie,—we beg pardon—who was our custodian, and eventually 
Irish scored,—we beg pardon—banged the leather into the rigging, putting 
our opponents one up. Our tactics were wrong here, and all through, not 
nearly enough use being made of the foul: the referee was allowed to get 
away with several decisions against us, so that half-time arrived with us 
still behind. After the restart, furious efforts were made by us, but to no 
purpose. Tony, after a few efforts, abandoned the attempt to remain 
perpendicular, and spent most of his time wallowing. Joe, despite his lavish 
use of knee and elbow, failed to accomplish his designs. Mac remained 
hopefully and hopelessly offside, Dicko swore his fiercest, and Gerry stumbled 
about, but to no purpose. Nobby and Fuzzled hacked a pretty shin, but 
rarely touched the ball. John and Bertie made many an opponent bite the 
dust, but in their turn also consumed large portions of the soil. The Major 
kept a pretty goal, and looked like a Turner Sunset. Johnnie Holden played 
like a hero, but with a pained expression on his face, and a look of puzzled 
astonishment that the game could be played so badly. He scored a very fine 
goal for us, but in course of time Irish respectively beat the goalie and netted, 
while George Lashmore crashed in a first-time effort. | Victory and the 
Fitzpen Cup, therefore, went to Mark VII by 4—1, and we haste to 
congratulate them. Having seen the cup, perhaps it is just as well we lost! 
The zealous straightway repaired to All Hallows and there made the night 
hideous in cassock and surplice. On our arrival home we found Allan Dye 
on the mat—a blessing on his urbane countenance. The first stage of the 
removal of the Chapel furniture to the Old House was accomplished to-night. 
We, who have learned to love it, must needs see it go with regret—but we 
yield it proudly and gladly to its rightful place in Poperinghe. 


Monpay, Marcu 17. 

Effie had an audition to-night for people wanting to join his harem. 
Three candidates rolled up, and were reviewed in camera, in toto and in the 
Lounge. The night was later made hideous with eldritch screams from the 
same Effie—whether of triumph or disappointment we have yet to discover. 
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TuEspay, Marom 18. 


Another candidate to see Effie to-night, but intercepted by the Warden, 
who: never lets an opportunity of this sort be wasted. We are glad to hear 
that Jack Miller, who had an operation on Sunday is sitting up and taking 
notice of his nurses. The Major, than whom there is no better judge, says 
that he shows excellent taste in these, so that we assume that his recovery 
will not be long delayed. 


Wepnespay, Manon 19. 


Mac is shortly to become one of our far-flung outposts of Empire, or 
whatever they are in Assam. To this end he has investcd in the sort of hat 
worn by all the best Empire Builders. We offer him our hearty congratula- 
tions. We ere also glad to sce Robinson in the house for a few days. He 
ceasclessly hammers Gilbert and Sullivan out of the piano, and we join 
joyfully in his wake. Willow Waly rings over the house, and at the moment 
diary writing is made slightly complicated by the efforts of various gentlemen 
to detail the progress of the ‘‘ Ghosts’ High Noon.” Jack Miller, visited 
this evening, continues to record progress. His collection of beers is rapidly 
assuming proper proportions, and would-be visitors have a choice of about 
six different vintages. He has now mastercd the art of assuming a classic 
pallor, so that he gets his hand held by the nurse. The alfresco sing-song 
referred to above is now assuming alarming proportions, and has just 
embarked upon Tit Willow. A mere diarist cannot compete, and rather 
wistfully thinks of the people who have gone to Trinity Square to hear Neville 
Talbot speak. 


Tourspay, Marcu 20. 


We omitted from yesterday's chronicles an event which should certainly 
have had its place in our Society Gossip Columns. Hugh Chignell aped 
Nell Gwynn and sold flowers, or flags, or something, at Bond Street Station. 
Apparently Guy's Hospital decided that it would have a whip round, so Hugh, 
and, we assumo, kindred spirits, stationed themselves at points of vantage, 
petitioning and pestering the passing pedestrian for alms. We picture Hugh 
holding up his innocent face, with his ‘‘ Give us a copper, Mister.” We 
hear that the little chaps all went somewhere afterwards and saw Guy’s 
beat Bart’s—or vice versa (it is of little consequence)}—on the proceeds. 


Fripay, Marca 21. 


Friday is usually an uneventful and seemly day, but its seemliness was 
badly marred when the ‘phone bell rang and a female voice required Castle. 
Poor old Effie tried to keep it quiet, but these interviews and things point in 
one direction only. 


SATURDAY, Maron 22. 


_The while the Rugger people battled in their respective fields, a labour 
squad under Worcester and our friend from Harlesden set about the task of 
re-turfing our infinitesimal lawn. Worcester, in gum boots, fairly looked the 
part, and such garb was well worthy of the mighty hole he dug: indeed, it 
probably inspired it. The residents of Pembridge Gardens should be getting 
more or less accustomed to our eccentric customs, but it must have puzzled 
even them to find a large portion of Mother Barth dumped on the pavement 
and a collection of otherwise normal people carting it into n house in baths. 
The Rugger Club eventually came out with two wins and three losses, so 
perhaps it’s just as well that the season is ending. A squad of people on 
amusement bent patronised the Lyric, where Nigel Playfair and his merry 
men are presenting “‘ Dandy Dick.’’ Tony and the Kid, determined to get 
the right atmosphere, consumed cach one dozen oysters, purchased from an 
itinerant vendor of these delicacies. We fancy that zeal did outrun discretion, 
and wonder what sort of pains they will suffer. 
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Sunpay, Marcu 23. 


Off to Barnet this afternoon to practice for the Seven-a-sides. Some 
good work was put in, and our prospects appear promising. However, it 
will be as well to wait on the event, and not talk too much about it. Effie, 
who attracts debaggers in the same way as cheese attracts mites, contrived 
to rid himself of most of his clothing in the train on the way home; an unedi- 
fying performance for a Sunday afternoon. John ran his Probationers’ Course 
in the evening—which same has been dubbed (rather sacrilegiously we opine) 
his Confirmation Classes. Jack Miller returned this evening, having safely 
survived his operation. We are glad he is better, and back, but even had he 
not been recovered, we gather that he would have been hove out of the 
Nursing Home for alienating the affections and attentions of the more comely 
of the nurses from their legitimate patients. Love, who has undertaken the 
job of putting the diarist to bed, stands at our elbow, and we must lay down 
the pen on another week’s labours. 


Monpay, Marcu 24. 


The welcome re-appearance of Captain Haywood, and Shaw, calls for 
some little comment. ‘The face of Bolo also appeared at breakfast. Jack 
Miller finds himself a little lonely with no adequate nurses about the place; 
even Effie proves a poor substitute. 


Tugspay, Marcu 25. 


In preparation for his prospective departure, Mac has purchased 
a gramophone; the idea being, of course, when Empire Building, to sit 
around, ‘way back, where men are men, and hear the strains of *‘ Sonny 
Boy ” by the old camp fire. 


WeEpNESDAY, Marcu 26. 


The Entertainments Committee held their Guest-night here this 
evening, and a redoubtable array of entertaincrs turned up, together with 
their ladies. Owen’s room being in commission as a sick bay, the large 
notice with “‘ Ladies °’ on it was hung upon the door of Archie’s room— 
thereby indicating that within these precincts our lady guests might perform 
those operations involving powder and hairpins, which should remain a 
mystery to the mere male. Jack Miller, however, who occupies the sick bay, 
may be a male, but he is certainly not mere. By the exercise of great 
cunning he contrived to get the notice changed to Owen’s room, and thus 
inveigled them into his lair. There he engaged them in bright conversation 
and trusted to his magnetic personality, or moustache. From his point of 
view it was a most successful Guest-night. For the rest, we were entertained 
by such old friends as Wilton Anstey and Leslie Dunecan—the latter now a 
most accomplished corner man. We may congratulate the Entertainments 
Committee upon their performance, but to be perfectly frank, we could have 
well dispensed with the item in which one of our fair guests melodiously 
informed us that we were meant for her, and moreover, that she was meant 
for us. We cannot understand the necessity of these broadcast appeals. 


Tnurspay, Marca 27. 


Our lot to-day is cast in pleasant places. It is not often that we allow a 
welcome to ladies in these pages, but to-day we welcome two. Mrs. Pope 
and Maggie (the latter, for identification, a wire-haired terrier) take up 
residence with us, and on behalf of all good (and bad) residents, we give 
them a most hearty hail, and hope that their stay will be a most pleasant 
one. Bossie and Maggie are, apparently, old flames, and trotted off paw in 
paw to talk about the old days. We take leave of MacMullen, who goes 
to-day to the East Coast, preparatory to his departure for abroad. We 
wish him all the best of luck and good fortune. 
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Fripay, Marca 28. 


Another depletion of the ranks, by the departure of Love, who returns 
to his native highlands (actually he has gone to Edinburgh, but the highlands 
sound so much more picturesque). We trust that he will have a long and 
prosperous life there, and send us some baccy now and then. 


SATURDAY, Marca 29. 
The Rugger Club finished the season to-day in good style, the First and 


* A ” XV.’s winning by over thirty points each, and the “' B ” also securing 
the honours. The extra ‘‘ B ’’ just lost, but we doubt not, went down fighting. 
The Pup and the Mouse both have black eyes and have been comparing them. 
The Mouse’s has a greater superficial area, but the Kid’s has a finer colour: 
honours are about even. We welcome into the family to-day Prince, and hope 
that he will find comfortable quarters and congenial company here. He 
hails, we hear, from Dover College, that seminary responsible for the output 
of Jim Bradford and Ronnie Spear. As opinion is divided as to whether 
this was a crime or a miracle, we will leave the fact as it stands. We are 
also glad to have Danby from South America, for the week-end, and hope 
he will enjoy his stay. 


Sunpay, Marcu 30. 


A glorious spring morning, which tempted the troops into the Park 
to watch the birds and trees, and things. In the afternoon we hied us to 
Barnet, and put in some more excellent work with Seven-a-side trials. 
The selection of the team has not yet been made, but will be awaited with 
considerable interest. A lot of really good people will of necessity have 
to stand down, but there isn’t much in it. The Mouse came home with a 
second black eye—a superb effort this time, which easily puts the Kid’s 
in the shade. Effie came home under the seat, a little mannerism which 
he seems to have adopted. It seems a little odd, but we hesitate to stop 
him, if he really prefers it that way. A vocal squad went off to All Hallows, 
to function for the last time as choristers; and meditating thereon we suggest 
that the rubric might be altered to read, ‘‘ Quires and places where they 
don’t sing.” 


Monpay, Marcu 381. 


To us, yet again, falls the congenial task of bidding welcome to a 
newcomer to the family; on this occasion it is Hayes to whom we say 
“ How-de-do,’’ and with right goodwill hope that he will settle in comfortably. 
Harry Tait is the latest boil addict, and has had to take to his bed with one 
of these painful protrusions. We hope that he will be about again soon, 
as in our secretarial capacity we are in a state of complete helplessness in 
his absence. 


TUESDAY, APRIL 1. 


Some alleged humorist placed a label bearing the words ‘‘ Out of 
order °’ on the door of the Gloria Swanson bathroom this morning. Such 
are our trusting natures—or lack of imagination—that a stream of the un- 
washed poured upstairs to the already crowded bathroom there. The 
result was that the Warden and a couple of Hughs too sleepy to read notices 
at that time of the morning, performed their ablutions, with about two basins, 
five mugs and point three recurring baths apiece. Such are all Fools Day 
celebrations. The evening was given over to the glitter and glamour of the 
Sports Club dance at Australia House; patronised in sufficient force by the 
nobility and gentry to make Mus rub his hands in a satisfactory sort of 
way. 


WEDNESDAY, APRIL 2. 


Pat returned from his travels abroad to-day, looking just as respectable 
as ever, despite his sojourn in the wilds of Belfast. We say goodbye with 
regret and good wishes, to a real old sweat to-day. Bertie, who has been in 
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the house for many moons, leaves us to take up residence with his mother: 
true to the habits of a lifetime he went off with two canteen keys: whereat 
there was weeping and gnashing of teeth from those who went chocolateless 
as a result. The evening was enlivencd, if such be the word, by one of our 
periodical harangues to probationers; and by a visit from our friend the 
Sergeant-major, who made sweet music on his violin. 


Fripay, APRIL 4. 

There is an air of ill-suppressed excitement about to-night: the Seven- 
a-side teams, after going about biting their lips retired early to bed. Sure 
presage that some big event is afoot, was the arrival of Hector, whom, as 
ever, we arc glad to see. 


SATURDAY, APRIL 5. 


The great day dawned dull and grey; conditions were considerably on- 
livened by the appearance of Hector in the bathroom, clad (in descending 
order) in, vests, one, silk, pale blue: pyjama trousers, orange, pair of, one, 
and slippers, red, pair of, one. People shied a bit at the spectacle and 
Hector was eventually induced to cover himself in some less exotic attire. 
Everyone, without exception went to Barnet: even Brian Rendell and Jack 
Miller, who braved the hazards of White's ear, duly fetched up. We were, 
after all allowed to put in two teams, which were composed as follows :— 
First: Jim Bradford, Macintosh, and John Mallet, Kid Bridger, Tony Cooper, 
Bobbie Hirst and Pat MeKee. Seccond:—Dicko, Nobby Clarke and Billy 
Grose, Mouse Ridout, Joe Webster, Effie, and Bunny Stebbing. The second, 
after beating New Barnet by 6—3, went down gloriously to Mark II.’s First 
seven, by 21—0. The First seven accounted for Woolwich, 20—O, Muswell 
Hill and Highgate, 5—0, and the Brothers House 183—0, without being 
seriously extended. Bradders’ job of kicking goals was made easy by reason 
of all our tries being scored under the posts, but he made no mistakes. 
These victories took us into the long-awaited final against our great rivals 
Mark II. We expected a great game and by all the gods we got it. Any 
description we could give, would perforce, fall short of the actual game, 
but it was a most memorable one. Everyone went all out, and our blokes 
played as a perfect team: amid tremendous excitement Macintosh ran in 
under the posts, following a delightful movement; Bradders kicked his cus- 
tomary goal. Mark II went all out to equalise, but our tackling was eminently 
safe, and just before the end Bradders finished another good movement with 
a try, which he converted. So amid tremendous enthusiasm we finished 
winners by ten points to nothing. At long last the Dodd Cup is ours, and to 
each and everyone of the team we offer our heartiest and most respectful 
congratulations. Mark II were the first to congratulate us, and them we 
thank for a fine game. Wecks of training had to be made up for to-night, 
and pipes were in full blast within half an hour of the final whistle. Wild 
travellers” tales of an overloaded car, bearing a riotous gang of toughs 
through the West End reached us; but be it said to their eternal credit, 
that not one of the team was compelled to spend the night at Vine Strect; 
if so be that such a contingency become imminent, it is to the eternal credit 
still of the rest they raised enough money to bail him out. 


SUNDAY, Apri 6. 


A day of rest and recuperation, and spent in gloating over the Dodd Cup. 
Pipes, long cherished were doubly fragrant after long absence. We could 
become lyrical about a subject such as this, but such, fortunately, is not 
a diarist’s job. 


MONDAY, APRIL 7. 


Jack Miller, after strenuous vocal efforts at the ‘‘ Sevens ” has had to 
resort to bed again, where he now lies. Beyond this there is no other en- 
tertainment of which to write. 
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Turspay, APRIL 8. 

Paddy and Brian have gone off to Madame Tussauds, as someone told 
them that you get free beer if you sleep in the Chamber of Horrors. So 
as there is practically nothing Paddy won’t do for a free drink, and as 
Brian’s thirst is his strongest point, their beds will probably be vacant 
to-night. (This would probably be libellous, but we claim justification and 
privilege, whatever that means.) ‘Ihe Warden has gone to a London Houses 
Committec—jolly times these Wardens have: Hugh Chignell, Bertie and 
Hayes have retired to the Major’s cosy sanctum to pay homage to the god, 
(or rather goddess, if it is anything to do with Hugh), of the green baize 
table: Bertie by the way seems to be in our midst again, which means that 
our carefully framed and touching farewells were completely wasted. This 
is a bit thick. Worcester is engaged in selling halfpenny stamps, petrol, 
and chocolate and generally making things hum. John, for once, is caught 
in a state of repose, reading the more technical bits of the ‘‘ Times,” whilst 
Effie and Bobbie confer afar off about the intricacies of jobmastery. Leslie 
Wood sits comfortably in shirt sleeves, and reads out the more lurid bits of 
the ‘‘ Evening Standard,” and altogether its a very matey sort of show. 
Incidentally our Seven-a-side wallahs were honoured to-day; Tony, Paddy, 
Bobbie, and John were all asked to play for Toe H, in the Middlesex Seven-a 
side Tournament. The first two couldn’t turn out, but Bobbie and John 
helped to beat the Anglo-South American Banks by 18—9; Good show. 


WEDNESDAY, APRIL 9. 

One of the old familiar faces appeared to-day in the person of Tom 
CGaraway—urbane as ever, who took our Communion this morning. The 
Western District foregathered in the lounge, in the evening for a District 
Guest Night. P. Sutherland Graeme was the speaker, and gave a most 
entertaining talk. This dealt with a visit to Ireland, and of hair-raising 
experiences in that outlandish country. It wag illuminating to get details 
of the circumstances in which Paddy was reared : —it explains a lot! ! 


Tuurspay, APRIL 10. 


The appearance of Toggy in the bathroom this morning was a welcome 
one. A bloke who can burble such cheerful balderdash as he does, before 
breakfast is always welcome. John to-day achieved fame by the publication 
of a letter in *‘ The Times "’: a technical effort dealing with the ramifications 
of the London traffic of which he is still an acknowledged expert. We have 
to record the departure of Sago; who is taking up residence at Picrhead 
house: our best wishes go with him. 


TFripay, APRIL 11. 

The Executive met during the course of the evening, and elected Wrigley, 
Barlow, and Ellice as Branch members, whom we haste to congratulate 
thereon. The rest of the proceedings are strictly confidential, but there 
seems very little curiosity as to what goes on in these solemn conclaves. 


SATURDAY, Aprin 12. 


The Rugger Club got a new lease of life—or an extension—to-day and 
played Bank of England ‘* A,” whom they well and truly beat to the tune 
of some 18 points to nil. At least, so far as we can gather, that was the 
result. The somewhat overpowering hospitality of the bank prevents us 
from giving any more accurate information. John suffered severely at supper 
from what, in a less masculine person, we should call “‘ the giggles.” Tony 
was somewhat subdued, suffering doubtless from the effects of a self-inflicted 
wound, incurred in a too enthusiastic assault upon the brown bread. Joe 
and Paddy. who were also present at the post-match saturnalia displayed 
excellent judgment in not appearing at supper at all. Billiken again 
delighted us with one of those one man tableaux of ‘‘ What the well-dressed 
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man is wearing.” His appearance in the lounge synchronised with that of 
Dicko, who had spent the afternoon casting devils out of his motor bike’s 
innards—and looked it. The result was a comparative beauty and the beast 
scence. 


Sunpay, APRIL 13. 

An enforced absence from the House means that we cannot properly 
transcribe all that thercin has happened to-day. The Major, however, has 
directly challenged the house hooligans by his purchase of a number of 
alleged unbreakable tumblers. The gage was straightway taken up to-night 
and many a tumbler was hove hither and thither. For some time the battle 
turned toward the Major, as the tumblers withstood all assaults. This, 
however, infuriated the housebreakers, who, led by Bobbie, seized a trayful, 
and hurled it to the ground, upon which frightful carnage ensued. The 
Major retired baffled, and is contemplating the installation of those iron 
mugs with chains upon them: so the opposition will have to look for oxy- 
acetylene apparatus. 


Monnay, Apri 14. 

Budget Day; in view of heavily increased expenditure, particularly in 
glassware, the House finances, we hear, are to be tightened up. Bill Goodwyn 
kept an eagle eye on the breakages box this evening. 


TUESDAY, APRIL 15. 

The boys of the Old Brigade showed that there was life in the old dogs 
yet. Brian Rendall came home this evening with a determined grin in his 
eye, and an extensive bouquet, and proceeded to institute enquiries as to the 
time of opening of the Coliseum. He subsequently disappeared—likewise 
the flowers, and it docs not take a Sherlock Holmes to deduce what that 
means. Well, well, things arc not what they were in the old Empire Days. 


WEDNESDAY, APRIL 16. 

To George Moore, who must have arisen in the very small hours, to 
celebrate at our Holy Week Communion this morning, we express our most 
grateful and sincere thanks. The rats are starting to leave the sinking ship, 
which is a poetical way of saying that people are leaving the House for 
Easter. In consequence there was a comparatively small Guest Night 
attendance this evening. The chief event was a solemn harangue from 
John, but the proceedings were considerably enlivened by some notices from 
Joe, which provided unconscious humour and by the Major, who revealed 
himself as an entertainer par excellence. Jack Miller sails early to-morrow 
morning for Montevideo; it is our rather doleful job to bid an adieu to him. 
He has not been with us over long, but there will be no one in the House who 
does not hereby lose a friend he can ill spare. Our communal life will 
lose one of its brightest lights by the departure of such a component. That 
guileless countenance and ready wit will be hard to replace. Best of luck, 
Jack. 


THURSDAY, APRIL 17. 

The Diary will now, with the House, close down over Easter. If anyone 
would like to contribute items of interest of this intervening period, his effort 
should be handed in to the Editor, written on one side of the paper and 
accompanied by a suitable bribe. 


TUESDAY, APRIL 22. 

“ Easter hath its perils, no less than war ” and truly they have taken 
toll of our manhood. A suspicion engendered Inst Thursday has now been 
horribly confirmed, by the return of Brian Rendall from Somerset, with 
what will undoubtedly be a moustache, although at the moment it conveys 
the impression of being in need of Vitamin B. It has, however, a tenacious 
appearance, and we shall follow its carcer with interest. As it may, in some 
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measure, compensate for a comparative shortage of this beautiful adornment 
in a more northerly part of his anutomy, we will tolerate it awhile. We 
would warn our would-be bearded friend, however, that it is a direct challenge, 
and places him in some considerable peril; in fact its ultimate removal is 
more or less certain. In what manner, or when, time alone will shew? For 
the moment, however, it may compete with recently turfed lawn at the 
back for survival.—Mr. R. S. T. Hirst anp Miss K. Doucias.—The engage- 
ment is announced between Robert Sydney Thomson Hirst, younger son of 
the late Mr. F. W. Hirst of 13, Imperial Road, Huddersfield, and also of 
Mrs. Hirst of the same address, to Kathleen, youngest daughter of the 
Rev. J. C. and Mrs. Douglas of the Vicarage, Stillington, Stockton-on-Tees. 
(‘ Times "’ 21st April, 1930.) ‘The above extract from the pages of an 
esteemed contemporary is of more than passing interest to us; for translated 
it means that Bobbie has gone and done it. This shattering announcement 
has shaken to his foundations every bachelor in the House; none it seems 
is immune. But a lot of things are now explained. The mighty brews of 
Ovaltine to screw his courage up to make the requisite suggestion, though 
Bobbie, you have never yet failed for words. Yours was the motive force 
that inspired the hero’s game in the Seven-a-side. To Miss Douglas and 
Bobbie (at the moment of course happiest of mortals) we extend our most 
heartfelt congratulations on behalf of the whole House. ‘‘ This,” as they 
say in the classics, ‘‘ is a good show.’’ A reassuring feature of Branch 
news follows the above startling announcements. This is provided by the 
advent of Morton to our midst; already known to us as a more than useful 
forward, we welcome him with pleasure. 


WEDNESDAY, APRIL 28. 


One of those awe-inspiring events, a Branch Annual General Meeting, 
occurred to-night. Practically everyone had a go at something. Various 
retiring officials gave reports. At intervals David entreated anyone else 
who had anything to say to get up and say it or for ever hold his peace. The 
silence on these occasions was broken only by Gerry Ashfield who interpolated 
his well-known witticisms at suitable moments. Stanley was reappointed 
Padre, Effie Jobmaster, and Grandad Secretary. The rest of the Committee 
is to consist of Harry and Brian, David and Joe. 

Fripay, APRIL 25. 

To fill the gap since this diary was last written, it behoves us to collect 
our proverbially scattered wits. We will therefore note under this date— 
* Diarist collects wits.’ Upon Mouse has descended the mantle of the 
House Seribe—the task of desciphering these notes, putting in a skilful 


comma where no comma was, and generally making the thing respectable. 
O noble Mouse! 


SATURDAY, APRIL 26. 


This afternoon the Middlesex finals were played off, and for the first 
time Toe H were represented at Twickenham. Paddy and Tony from the 
House shewed up to great advantage in their well-earned places. Pat, who 
takes no chances, appeared in a pale mauve serum cap, very choice. We 
take leave to doubt whether this device would impress selectors, but it 
doubtless caused a flutter in many a maidenly breast and after all, how were 
they to know it was only Paddy 


SUNDAY, APRIL 27. 


A composition of noises including a farmyard, milk churns on a station 
and a dog fight announced the return of Worcester to-day. The House at 
least will not be dull now. A crowd of people went off in the evening to 
bid Tubby God-speed at St. Pancras. Along with other clerical celebrities 
he was off to spend a week in the Old House at Pop. We have to record 
with the utmost pleasure, the arrival over the week-end of three new 
additions to the Family—these are Anderton, Cross and Phillips, whom we 
make welcome. 
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Monpay, APRIL 28. 


With a fanfare on the hooter, Hugh arrived back this evening on the 
pressed-steel job. (We had hopes that it might not survive the winter, 
but they were not fulfilled). He had made the whole course from Emsworth 
(Hants), and thereby completely put in the shade the bloke who took the 
good news from Ghent to Aix. Incidentally we have never been able to 
ascertain the exact nature of this good news, or why it was so spectacularly 
conveyed to Aix. No reward is offered for enlightenment on these points. 
Hugh presented a very creditable imitation of an Arctic explorer and the 
P. S. J. bore a far away resemblance to a motor-bike. We are glad to see 
Hugh. He loses no time once he gets away from home (where on his own 
shewing he seems to spend most of his time going to church and helping 
mother make the beds) for he was observed later in the evening in general 
converse with a maiden (not a blonde and hardly a brunette, but as the 
boot-polish tins have it, ‘‘ Light Tan ”) outside the Post Office. It is 
credibly reported that the distressed damsel had run out of lick, and our 
Hugh, as ever the “‘ parfait gentilhomme ”' had offered the services of his 
own tongue for as long as the stamps in the machine held out. Could Sir 
Walter Raleigh have done more? A prodigious prod in the diaristical ribs 
augured the return of the Kid. Only a couple, however, were broken, and 
beyond a few slight abrasions we were unhurt, and hope to be about in the 
course of a month or two. 


TUESDAY, APRIL 29. 


We shall have the pleasure to-day and in the two succeeding days of 
offering hospitality to various people from the mining areas who are taking 
exams in town. We hope they will enjoy their brief stay with us. We 
entertained the Mark IL Seven at dinner to-night and had a very jolly show. 
The Major and Paddy arranged a sort of concert, in which they acted as 
authors, producers, prompters, stage hands, artistes and accompanists. It 
was a great success particularly the Major’s topical allusions, which for 
various reasons we omit from these pages. Our Guests helped with the 
Entertainment, particularly Dunkly. He may not be able to sing, but he 
showed what can be done by trying. 


WEDNESDAY, APRIL 30. 


The Major again tonight demonstrated his versatility as an entertainer 
par excellence. He kept a crowded guestnight in a state of complete help- 
lessness with Ragtime Reminiscences of the War in Aden. We owned on 
the spot that here at least was the sort of war for us. No ill feeling, and 
no one taking unfair advantages. A thoroughly agreeable show. Walter 
Richter, one of the few German members of Toe H, and Warner who was 
initiated and told us of Toc H in Paris, helped to make the evening a jolly 
good show. 

Trurspay, May i. 


May Day passed without much activity on the part of our Communist 
members. The office of Queen of the May was left unfilled, as no one in the 
House undertook to arouse betimes, as is traditionally necessary on these 
occasions. The evening, however, was not unfruitful, for a few public- 
spirited gentlemen decided to call attention to Brian’s moustache. This 
has now emerged from the cocoon and has attained the chrysalis stage. 
The initiation ceremony involved the removal of most of the novice’s clothing, 
the application of a slipper where it should do most good, and the baptism 
with about half a bathful of water. Our complete approval of the proceedings 
was marred only by the discovery that the water in question was from our 
bath. 

Fripay, May 2. 


The Warden went off for his holiday to-day, having previously arrayed 
himself in gorgeous raiment. He is first of all to be best man at a 
Leicester wedding, after which he will spend the rest of the time at Juans- 
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les-pins. We imagine that he'll need about a fortnight to get over the 
wedding. Knobby has been sleeping on the floor in Owen’s room for a night 
or two. It was thereby discovered that when asleep he emits sorts of mewing 
noises. The complaint has since been cured by a purge of slipper (administered 
externally). 


SaturpDay, May 3. 


The Toe H Sports came off this afternoon at Queen’s Club, under the 
patronage of Hector. Unfortunately the weather was not good, but despite 
this, it was a very good show. We had again to play second fiddle to Mark If, 
whose athletes performed notably, and once more carried off the Champion- 
ship. We were runners up, and congratulate them most heartily. Our 
warmest congratulations, also, to John, who carried off the High Jump for 
the third year in succession, with an incredible leap of 5ft. 6ins. The Tug 
of War team have been training in a most conscientious manner, and have 
been (so we hear) uprooting trees in Paddington Reereation Ground. Mark IT, 
however, proved a tougher proposition than these venerable oaks, and pulled 
us. They very sportingly turned out only seven men, as, of ours, the Major 
had found anno Domini too much, and had to retire. It was a noble effort, 
his turning out at all. The first essays of the Cricket Club were also spoilt 
by rain, and the first match had to be abandoned. 


Sunpay, May 4. 


We take the opportunity of tendering our sincere congratulations to 
Hugh upon surmounting another exam. He is now becoming, so we under- 
stand, ‘‘ one of the bigger dentists.” We have had the pleasure of Hector’s 
company over the week-end, and he, indeed, did us good service by taking 
Fuzzled Freddy, the Mouse, the Kid and Mike Hodgins eight miles away 
from London—this was not a yard too far. The House, for a Sunday, was 
quite habitable, but we fear that Hector felt the strain, as his weight dropped 
to about eighteen stone. 


Monpay, May 5. 


In Tony's absence, Pat sat tonight at the receipt of custom, and the 
Belfast brow was bent in a portentous frown. Hugh established a House 
record at dinner for the consumption of oranges. He wolfed some five, thus 
establishing a clear lead. It is thought that he is slimming. Appy, who 
visited us during this evening, expressed some surprise that we had started 
to keep fowls. Closer investigation revealed the hoarse clucking noises, which 
gave rise to this surmise, as proceeding from Effe, whom some triviality 
had amused, and who, in consequence, was giving a very creditable imita- 
tion of a White Leghorn who had just produced a double-yolker. 


TuEspay, May 6. 

The Kid, the Mouse, Bertie and Worcester disguised themselves as men 
this evening and went off to make their debut on the professional stage. 
The scene of their operation was ‘‘ The Palace,” Hammersmith, and the 
occasion, Alan Dye’s performance in ‘“‘ The Trial of Mary Dugan.” Our 
stalwarts were supposed to represent a body of pressmen in the body of the 
Court. Gilbert Williams—ever weleome—is staying with us to-night, to 
celebrate in the morning. 


WepnNEspay, May 7. 


The Warden was unearthed in a hot bath this morning, fresh from a 
wedding (someone clse’s) at Leicester, and just off to France. He looked 
decidedly worn; it must have been a good wedding. F. H. Pritchard gave 
us a good talk at our Guest Night this evening on ‘‘ Humour, Old and New.” 
Later in the evening Tubby put in an appearance, and, after the usual (for 
Tubby) procedure of unravelling and removing his neck-wear, proceeded, en 
deshabille, to talk to us of his recent journey to the Old House, and of his 
hopes for the future. A very good show. 
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Fripay, May 9. 


_ A quiet evening. The Knights of the Green Baize Table had a sitting 
in the office. Hugh, the Grand Master, presided, and was supported by Joe, 
Harry and Bertie. The Mouse, retrieving from an adjacent house a ball 
which his Scouts had promiscuously hit there, was, we hear, set upon by 
the Lady of the place, and thoroughly ticked off. The Mouse was a little 
indignant, but, after all, how was she to know that he was an acting S. M., 
and not 4 mere non-commissioned wolf cub? 


Sunpay, May 11. 


Cold and dreary, and certainly not summer weather. All honour, then, 
to Worcester, Bobbie and Moodie, who were the pioneers of camping at 


Barnet, where they took the Dawson Court (Rev. Robinson’s Own) Troop 
for the week end. 


Monpay, May 12. 


The vicissitudes of a dental training once more remove from our midst 
Hugh Chignell, (educ. Brighton College. Occupation—Bridge: Vices— 
Pressed-steel jobs. Club—Guys Hospital—as one of the better ‘‘ Who’s 
Who ” would say). We view his departure with regret but hope to see him 
full well and oft, as he has only hibernated as far as Clapham this time. By 
the Lord Harry, these Dentists do see life! 


Tuespay, May 13. 


Remarkable for the incoming of Joe in a bowler—and, moreover a new 
bowler. This is doubtless in celebration of the Jubilee of the Institute of 
Chartered Accountants. To quote our socicty page—'‘ Mr. Webster looked 
very becoming in a bowler hat and a sheepish grin.’’ What fun we do ’ave! 


Tuunrspay, May 15. 


Poor young Worcester arrived home tonight all—as they say—of a doo- 
dah. He had accompanied Anderton to the Chamber of Horrors—and got 
his money's worth. Anderton seems to be one of those blokes who believe 
in getting the most out of life. A postcard arrived this morning from Juan 
les Pins, where the Warden is taking the air, and the waters or whatever it 
is. The details were fortunately a trifle blurred, but the rough outline re- 
vealed a semi-nude Tony reclining in full view of an assembled mutitude 
(masculine and feminine) in a similar state of undress. Well, Well, Well!— 
apparently even Wardens are human. 


Fripay, May 16. 


No matter how diligently we set ourselves to the task of keeping this 
record up to scratch, it always seems to be a fortnight come Sunday, since 
the job was done. Then there must be this vigorous scratching of heads to 
recall the events which we have missed. 


Saturpay, May 17. 


For the first time this season, the weather was permissive of a full 
afternoon’s cricket,—perhaps it had been better had it rained as usual. Hopes 
were high when our doughty opponents, the Royal Exchange Assurance, were 
all out for 52, but even the Major, who was scoring, couldn’t wangle us more 
than 35, so we lost a rather remarkably low scoring game, The Second XI, 
however, upheld the reputation of the Club, by beating someone—we are 
not clear who—by something—we're not clear what. We are credibly in- 
formed, moreover that the third XI also won—better and better. 


Monpay, May 19. 

The House seems strangely dormant, and well behaved these days. 
This job is becoming a sinecure. Brooks joined the Family Circle to-day— 
we bid him most heartily welcome. 
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Turspay, May 20. 

Our remarks yesterday anent the brooding peace which pervades the 
place, are likely to be swiftly refuted. The startled gaze of the ablutionists 
in the Gloria Swanson bathroom this morning, fell upon the gruesome sight 
of a raw Warden in the bath. We trust, however, that he'll leave such 
foreign ways as he may have acquired, behind him. This is a respectable 
‘ouse. 


WEDNESDAY, May 21. 

We tried the unusual course of having a Guest Night with no fixed 
programme. What with people trying to speak and sing, the evening passed 
with great good humour. 


Taurspay, May 22. 

Hector paid us a visit at breakfast time this morning, and we learn 
that he is resuming residence in Town next week. Good Show. Joe 
appeared to-night, in an outfit of almost Hectorian impressiveness. A light 
grey suiting, one of those ties with spots on, and a fairly clean collar, the 
whole topped with the now historic bowler;—truly an evening’s entertain- 
ment in himself. 


Fripay, May 23. 

Our recently depleted Executive met this evening for the first time. 
As is usual on such occasions, there were drawn curtains and closed doors, 
and all the usual paraphernalia of secrecy. It is, doubtless, befitting that 
high matters of state should be transacted decently and in order, but the 
frequent noise of voices raised in laughter suggested revelry rather than 
legislation—jolly dogs these committee men. It must have been an ex- 
hausting affair however, as they made a point of finishing at 9.45—and then 
they disappeared as the dew on the flecee. Joe—a newcomer to these func- 
tions—looked as if he had all the cares of the world under his new bowler 
hat. Stanley however, bore the satisfied look of the man whose best stories 
have been really appreciated. 


Saturpay, May 24. 

We are proud to be able to weleome Padre Baldwin, who is staying 
with us this month. He is the newly appointed Padre for Beds. and Herts., 
and John for a month will be able to talk shop to his heart’s content. The 
cricketers managed to lose to Southgate 2nd XI. This is known as starting 
the season quietly, but we do not yet despair. 


Sunpbay, May 25. 

Despite the wet—our summertime weather—most people managed to 
find business or pleasure abroad. Leslie Wood and Fuzzled Freddie arrived 
back en motorbike, in that peculiarly oily antarctic attire beloved of the 
votaries of this uncouth means of transport. It is good to have Hector 
back once more. We become so used to seeing him during his alleged 
absence, that a further welcome seems unnatural. However, its good to 
have his imposing presence obscuring the complete fireplace. We did our 
best. to make him feel at home, by detailing him forthwith to type letters,— 
which he did with good grace and no little skill. To Cuff, also, from the 
West Country, we extend our cordial welcome and the hope that he will 
settle down in comfort. 


TuEspay, May 27. 

The House has been given over to the painters, who have been assiduously 
removing the accumulated encrustations of decades. At the present it 
resembles nothing so much as the Warden. Both bear a dusky, peeled 
appearance, though, we hope for a different reason: both are beginning to 
look so unduly respectable that they have been mistaken for something else. 
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WepDNEspDay, May 28. 


A reduced attendance at a Guest Night was accounted for by the 
presence of several members at the opening of the new Mark XXII. We feel 
fatherly and benevolent towards this new venture, and as a mature foundation 
of some eight summers, wish them the very best of luck. Those who stuyed 
behind were well rewarded by the pleasure of listening to Mr. Rudolph 
Moritz K.C. talk on the Housing Problem. He had a wonderful grasp of 
his subject, and quite destroyed the illusion that apparently high brow talks 
cannot be well worth listening to. 


Tnurspay, May 29. 


Ascension Day, the ocension of corporate communions of the Family 
at All Hallows and Talbot House. A deeply impressive occasion, and a 
good way of starting the day. The procession round the chureh afterwards 
was headed by Stanley Clapham, arrayed in some beautiful vestments, the 
names of which were known only to Hector. Atter months of separation, 
Pat, to-night, was re-united to his Shillclagh. He retrieved it from a hiding 
place, into which the canny Love had stowed it. It is now up to some public 
spirited individual to hide it beyond reach of discovery. Pat's idea of ‘‘ a 
wee skelp ” with the implement, and those of the recipient of the aforesaid 
skelp, are inclined to differ, and should it again disappear, few, save Pat, 
would mourn it. The astonishing spectacle was seen, to-night, of Bill 
smoking a cigarette. He lit it nonchalantly and puffed manfully, and cyes 
popped out of heads and jaws dropped at the sight. But it is sad, this first 
step in the break up of a steady character. How far association with our 
hard bit Warden is responsible we can’t say: but visions arise of a Rake’s 
progress, with Bill in the title role. Lackaday! 


Fripay, May 30. 

The effects of the cigarette have all too soon become apparent. Bill 
was seen rapidly descending the stairs this morning at the somewhat advanced 
hour of 8.55 p.m. To continue the Hogarth precedent, what has become 
of our (now erstwhile) industrious apprentice. It will be bridge next. The 
Old Bailey looms in sight. Poor old Bill. ‘‘ Such a nicec lad ’e used ter be.”’ 
In refreshing contrast to the above sorrowful! tale, we note that the Serpentine 
Bathing season has started. Sundry madmen, to wit, the Warden, Pat and 
ourselves (sounds dam’ silly) arose at some uncouth hour, and are alleged 
to have immersed them in “‘ the old Serp.” We did too, and avoided like 
the plague an erection placed there by the Office of Works for the advance- 
ment of that dreadful infliction—mixed bathing. This is a warning, not 
an advertisement, Dicko! We are pleased to have Edmunds of B. A. staying 
with us awhile, and hope that he will enjoy his visit here. 


SUNDAY, JUNE 1. 

The glorious first of June was a bit of a wash out as far as the weather 
was concerned. However, it was not too bad, and the House disported itself 
in various ways. Harry and Morton attended High Mass at the Brompton 
Oratory this morning. Morton, somewhat at sea, bobbed when others 
bobbed, but Harry, with good Presbyterian instincts, remained unmoved. 


Monpay, JUNE 2. 

There has been a parting of old ties over the week end, in the departure 
of Dicko for Manchester. Tor longer than most of us can remember he has 
graced the House, and Mark I without a Dickson seems indeed strange. 
With all the goodwill in the world we wish him the best of luek. Hector, 
in best magisterial manner, led off a party to the inauguration of the Holborn 
Group. Nobby Clarke returned to the fold in the evening, after a con- 
siderable absence. For a period hefore dinner the office was made hidcous 
by the strains of the ‘‘ Beggar’s Opera.’’ It is surprising what a real mess 
we can make of a tune when we really try. 
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TUESDAY, JUNE 3. 

Having made exhaustive enquiries, we are credibly informed that nothing 
happened to-day, Considerable concern has been expressed at our exclusive 
revelations of Bill's habits of smoking. In an interview granted to-day, 
Bill says that the habit is not confirmed, but that he doesn’t mind taking 
cigarettes when pcople give them to him! A bodyguard consisting of Joe, 
Hayes, Phillips, and the Diarist escorted Hector to the Lyric at Hammer- 
smith, there to sec ‘‘ The Beggar's Opera.’ Hector in ‘' The Gods °’ was 
a sight so majestic that it had to be seen to be believed. 


WEDNESDAY, JUNE 4. 


The Derby ’Orse Race was run to-day, and in consequence there was 
much wailing in the House. Bertic, who had 3d. each way on the favourite 
was particularly hard hit; the Warden apparently backed the winner, and 
announced the fact with that lordly air of boredom born of a well invested 
bob. There was no Guest Night in the evening, but a sort of cheery 
gathering of the clans. Stanley Clapham apparently thought he was at 
home, and started to raise Cain. He was rapidly and effectively disposed of, 
and spent a few minutes in quiet meditation under the sofa. 


THURSDAY, JUNE 5. 


Hector, under the pretence of celebrating his return to town, induced 
several members to leave the straight and narrow. Their wanderings from 
the aforesaid path took them by way of Ye Olde Cheshire Cheese to the 
Palladium. <As one of the wayfarers, and speaking for the rest, they have 
no vain regrets. Having safely attained the Palladium, they encountered 
the Warden, who had not even the decent excuse of killing the fatted calf 
for Ilector. We cannot say whether he has any regrets or not. 


WEDNESDAY, JUNE 11. 


To Tony Heath who has just come amongst us we offer our heartiest 
Bunghos. He is to sleep in the same room as Pat, but we hope that won’t 
put him off. Padre Baldwin spoke right well at our Guest Night this 
evening, and provided an extraordinarily interesting cvening’s entertainment. 
Among those present, as they say, we were jolly glad to see Carrick Allen, 
fresh returned from Hamburg. He was loud in praise of German beer, but 
found a sceptical audience. However, as Mr. Kipling might have said, 
* what do they know of Lager, who only Bitter know.”’ 


THURSDAY, JUNE 12. 


The Wrigley came down like a wolf on the fold to-day, and swept all 
stragglers away to address envelopes. He vies with John as being an 
apostle of energy, aud like John lets very few people escape. Joc and the 
VDiarist, however, long skilled in evading such tasks, doubled in their tracks, 
and found sanctuary in the Coronet: however, after seeing a gentleman of 
Prussian aspect swagger through a series of preposterous and pointless esca- 
pades, they mutually agreed that it were better to have addressed envelopes. 


Fripay, JUNE 18. 


The noble army of painters has finally departed leaving the house with 
a most pleasing appearance of cream and green. Tired by this immaculate 
aspect, the Warden decided that the grass ought to be cut, and promptly 
cut the first blade of grass with a pair of diminutive shears. By some wiles 
or other, he induced David to carry on, and the spectacle of the branch 
chairman on hands and knees, painfully and painstakingly grubbing away, 
was a sight for sore cyes. This unprecedented effort naturally required the 
stimulus born of barley and malt, and David subsequently returned exuding 
an aroma of the same. He squealed in a most pleasing manner when jogged 
in the tummy, and most of those present tried the experiment. The last we 
saw of David was u disconnected looking torso, flapping over « chvir and most 
of the floor, and uttering faint, feeble noises indicative of the tortures of 
the damned! 


101 


° 


SATURDAY, JUNE 14. 

Cricket in full swing in real cricket weather—ISngland v Australia and 
Toc H v Rutlish School. In the light of subsequent knowledge we are 
pleased to be able to announce (albeit, not this time exclusively), that both 
Toe H and England won. This is a good show. Wrigley's labours of the 
past few weeks came to their breathless fruition at Barnet this evening, with 
the treasure hunt. What the treasure was; or who won it, we know not. 
Effie, however, spent most of a broiling afternoon in helping to cart the 
beer up. His assistance consisted of, first losing the beer and then only dis- 
covering it on its safe arrival. Our Effie is indeed indispensable. 


Sunpay, JUNE 15. 

Hector, Anderton, Goodwyn and Phillips spent the afternoon—again a 
glorious one—in Kew Gardens watching the flora and fauna. The bird life, 
we understand, was particularly fine. John went off to Reading to talk to 
various members of Toc H there assembled. He delivered his harangue at 
Goring, and the assembly, with sure judgment and courtesy listened to 
the very end and then threw John in the River. This appears to be an ex- 
cellent idea. Whether it will suppress John is not so certain, but we can 
but commend the idea. The day closed with a short, quiet remembrance 
of William Hewitt in the Three Brothers’ Room. 


Monpay, JuNE 16. 


It was Barnum, wasn’t it, who said that you can fool some people all the 
time? This was notably demonstrated when Tony got u letter this morning 
addressed to the Rev. A. T. Cooper. No wonder people are depressed about 
the state of the Church. The assumed sanctification was soon dispelled 
this evening when the Reverend gent. went down to the Serpentine to par- 
take in the opening of the Serpentine for mixed bathing. The erstwhile 
dignified and quiet stretch of water is now transformed into a very creditable 
imitation of the Lido. We hope Tony enjoyed himself:—these Juans les 
Pins habits take a lot of getting over. Incidentally we read that an unfor- 
tunate girl bather had 17s. 6d. pinched, during immersion—we draw no con- 
clusions. However we would remind Tony of the rest of Barnum’s remarks 
that you can’t fool everybody all the time. 


TUESDAY, JUNE 17. 

Tony stayed in bed to-day, the bulletin reporting a punctured foot, 
apparently you can fool some people all the time; (but it certainly is very 
hot to work). 


WEDNESDAY, JUNE 18. 


No Guest Night but quite a number of people rolled up, and spent a 
quiet evening in shirt sleeves in the lounge. Babbler Brooks, by appearing 
in a truly ‘‘ Motleyesque ’’ tie, brightened the evening. The garment, we fear, 
defies our powers of description. and possibly Babbler has not yet acquired 
Spot’s Chelsea technique—but it was a very promising effort for a youngster. 
It’s very hot and ten minutes to ten, which seems to be a concatention of 
circumstances justifying the conclusion of to-day's Diary. 


Tuourspay, JUNE 19. 


The Rake’s Progress—Latest. Tony and his toe: both doing well. The 
Pup was taken to see the ‘‘ Beggar’s Opera ’’ to-night. He has just finished 
exams, and romped about all over the Lyric ‘‘ Gods.’’ Subsequently a stout, 
shiny gentleman in his immediate rear started to snore, so the Pup restored 
him to a sense of his obligations by the insertion of a pin. The gentleman 
was ultimately pacified, but not before the Pup had nearly got hove out. 


FRIDAY, JUNE 20. 


The Pup again exhibited the release of pressure to-night, when he was 
taken to the Cheshire Cheese. With a pint of cider inside him, he was ready 
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to take on all the waiters and the American visitors thrown in. As they 
seemed indisposed to personal affray, he contented himself by uttering rude 
remarks in aloud voice. He's getting a big dog, now! 


SATURDAY, JUNE 2]. 


The Toc H XI caused considerable astonishment by winning a match 
this afternoon. During the afternoon, that famous old club, the Mark I 
Incredibles met the Fulham Boys’ Club in their annual fixture. A com- 
paratively even game this year, as we only got beaten by an innings and 80 
runs. The Boys, batting first, knocked up some 180 rung; our first innings 
resulted in 14 runs—from the bat, and 7 byes. That secms fair enough. 
The second innings found us in much better form, and we made 32. This 
may be said to be a glorious defeat. 

SUNDAY, JUNE 22. 

Our first job to-day is to express the general regret of the House at 
Leslie Wood’s departure: to wish him well, and to hope that we shall still 
see him now and again. The second job is to weleome Bowen, who is joining 
us for three weeks. He has been expounding the theory and practice of 
Cribbage in the lounge. A man to be watched! This was another gorgeous 
Sunday, and the House was practically deserted. Effe has been spending 
the week-end with us but has so far escaped serious injury. This ought to be 
seen to, as we like to make our Guests feel at home. 


Monpay, JUNE 23. 


The Warden returned to-day from a week-end’s convalescing in Leicester. 
He didn’t look as if he had just returned from Death's door—in point of 
actual fact he looked as chirpy as a confounded grig. It must be rotten to 
be laid up with a bad foot, mustn’t it? 


TUESDAY, JUNE 24. 


We were one and all put in most excellent humour this evening, by 
huge heaps of succulent strawberries—the gift, be it known, of princely 
Hector. It is difficult to find fresh expressions of gratitude for Hector’s 
repeated beneficences, but it is sure that they are none the less sincere for 
that. At eight a.m., a lady's voice over the telephone, enquired for Effie. 
His mother (as it so transpired) displayed no undue anxiety (who would?), 
but mere curiosity as to his whereabouts during the preceding night—when 
by arrangement he should have been sheltering beneath the maternal roof- 
tree. To those who seek it, there is considerable humour in the parody of 
“ Oh where is my wandering boy to-night.’’ To those who seek it, also, there 
is considerable cause for mystification that a teetotal Effie could have 
blundered so. To those who sought it, finally, there was cause for chastise- 
ment for such callousness, and Effie was duly chastened in the lounge. A 
considerable crowd, tempted by the tickets which Major had been distributing 
gratis to all and sundry, haled them to the ‘“‘ Embassy *' to see ‘‘ Hamlet.” 
The higher tragedy affected people in different ways, but Joe’s ‘‘ misery 
mask ’’ suited the occasion admirably, and he had no need to change coun- 
tenance, at the somewhat harrowing tale of the Prince of Denmark. 


WEDNESDAY, JUNE 25. 


The spectacle of our Bechstein (is it?) in splints, to-day occasioned but 
momentary wonder. Yesterday a musical looking (i.e. long i’ the haired) 
bloke was seen to be pottering about in the guts of the thing, and replacing 
the sundry odd bits of string which did service there, with more orthodox 
equipment. The reason of the sticking plaster, of course, is to prevent Paddy 
ruining the tone by fulsome renderings of the ‘‘ Mountains of Mourne.” 
The Guest Night was a very good show. Len Forrer started off with a really 
honest -and finely expressed chunk of Toc H. Elworthy and Vic Evans of 
Natal also gave talks which were well worth the hearing, and contributed to 
a good evening. 
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THURSDAY, JUNE 26. 

The somewhat awesomely awaited occasion of our only ‘‘ At Home 
arrived to-day. The place was decked with flowers, and metaphorically, the 
red carpet was laid down. It all looked very nice, and more respectable 
than we could have possibly imagined. The Warden's eyes bulged a bit, 
and he was apt to wax sarcastic at finding a sofa with the spring broken, 
or a chair with a dicky leg. The fact that the guests started arriving, with 
Pat, (chief staff wallah to the reception platoon) just emerging pink and 
glistening from a bath, did not tend to ease the situation. However, we took 
post fairly well, the guests being passed from David to Pat, Pat to the 
Diarist, the Diarist to Bill, who duly esconced them in the appropriate 
dressing room. Then they ran the gamut in the reverse direction, branching 
off into Tony's waiting arms. Effie’s mater mistook the imported butler 
for her host, but it was a pardonable mistake, as he looked almost the most 
resplendent being present. Pat, sauve and immaculate ever, went through 
his piece without disarranging a single carefully placed hair. Hector was the 
very height of magnificence, with gleaming shirt, and a diplomatic glass- 
ribbon. Wrigley sported a scarlet carnation and worried through very credit- 
ably. John was slightly less magnificent in a mere dinner jacket, but at least 
trod on no Kensington corns. The rest were sensibly clad in the gents’ 
lounge suitings, but we noticed that the parties which the winsome Bobbie 
escorted round the House, consisted invariably of the younger and fairer 
of the Guests. Here is no conduct of a betrothed youth. Besides, what about 
giving the other blokes a chance? A perspiring party toiled, so to speak 
in the bowels of the ship, washing glasses and burnishing spoons, Among 
them were Effie and other dastards, who preferred to be scullions, rather 
than talk tripe. And who shall blame them? The affair ultimately con- 
cluded, but the gate money has not been ascertained at the time of writing. 


SATURDAY, JUNE 28. 

A most brilliant day. The Toc H XI continued to lose to Rivercourt, 
and people walked or talked or went to the R.A.F. display at Hendon, as the 
spirit moved them. 


SUNDAY, JUNE 29. 

We record with pleasure our welcome to Mr. Campion Senior, father of 
Master Campion (very junior). We have had the pleasure of his company 
before, and hope he will enjoy his stay with us. And, we may authoritatively 
add, that should he consider his offspring at any time in need of a little 
correction, no objection will be raised to his administering it here. In fact 
a slipper can be provided if need be. Freddy Wells returned to-day from 
holiday, in his familiar overalls. We cannot understand whether his motor- 
bike is a pleasure or a penance, but nevertheless, are glad to see him once 
more. 


Monpay, June 380. 


Tom Stewart, accompanied by a brother Scot—prentice of Edinburgh— 
paid us a welcome visit over the weck-end. They have been methodically 
employed, with the noted assiduity of their race, in completing a survey of 
the sights of London. We were exceedingly glad to see them both. A tale 
has come to hand, which merits the thought, that the spirit of Lothario 
is not absent from the House. With other well disposed persons, Bertie 
went a-visiting the sick, in the person of Moodie, who rested in an adjacent 
Nursing Home, subsequent to the removal of his appendix. It eventually 
transpired that the real reason of their ministrations was not so much the 
visitation of the sick, as the paying of tribute to the sister of the sick—a 
most personable body, so we have been given to understand. The unfortunate 
(in the circumstances) recovery of Moodie threatened to cut short the idyll, 
but a rash invitation to visit the Moodie home, has resulted in the con- 
tinuous absence of Bertie from our board, for the last week. Bertie is 
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obviously an opportunist. Hostellers wandered worricdly about the House, 
in the evening, with cheques in their hands, seeking the Warden, but he 
was not. He was doubtless well employed! 


TUESDAY, JULY 1. 


Despite the immense heat, practically the entire house and branch staff 
(with the exception of theWarden, who doubtless had a previous engagement) 
spent the evening in unremitting toil and shirt sleeves. John was getting out 
Rugger fixtures (Rugger—Ye Gods), and Effie was arguing with Joe; Harry 
was “working, and the secretary was kept hard at it watching Harry work. 
We remembered Jack Hoyle, in Jack and Geoffrey's room, ‘and Holt and 
William Hewitt, who passed forward on this date, and whose memory we 
cherish. 


FRIDAY, JULY 4. 


The advance party for the House camp, consisting of Hector, Bill and 
Anderton, set off for Barnct this evening. We assume that Hector had 
equipped himsclf with helicopter, prismatic compass, entrenching tools and 
iron rations for the enterprise. Bill ean be left to deal with the insurance, 
covering storm and pestilence (excluding thunderbolts) barratry, and sour 
milk. Anderton will be able to put the tents up and get the camp ready! 


SATURDAY, JULY 5. 


The main body of troops moved into camp during the afternoon. The 
Warden and Mouse left the House in a vehicle approximating to a Black 
Maria, together with large quantities of gear and stores. Flow they made 
the passage can be imagined, but hardly described. They arrived to find that 
the advance party had ‘suffered a casualty, and it fell upon this wise. After 
strenuous labours with their impedimenta, and particularly with the iron 
rations, they went off for a time to Folly Farm, and all the fun of the fair. 
Hoopla and the Fat Lady they took in their stride, and the next time we 
sec them they are in the swing boats. Here the iron rations must have told 
upon Bill’s constitution, for, as the boat swung higher and higher, he grew 
greencr and greener, and at last, matter triumphing over mind, he laid his 
all before them: this caused the boat to stop, and Bill’s Yorkshire nature was 
so appalled at not getting its fourpennyworth, that he gave an encore. This 
is believed to be a record. There is of course, the performance of the man at 
Margate on August Bank Holiday who—but that, as Kipling would say, is 
another story. There was a sing-song over the Camp Fire in the evening, 
during which people got thoroughly sentimental, and enjoyed it thoroughly 
as people always do on these occasions. 


Sunpay, JULY 6. 


The peace of the dawn was shattered early by some of the feminine 
members of the Tennis Club, who did thcir best to hit the ball over the net 
in the middle of the court, but under the one at the far end. They were 
certainly triers. Although they were probably members of the L.W.H. one 
noticed but little attempt at co-operation between the two bodies. After 
all we went down to Barnet to enjoy ourselves. Breakfast was successfully 
negotiated, after which the party laid itself out on the grass in the sun. 
Brian got an carly lead, and rapidly acquired a salmon tint. The voice of 
Babbler was momentarily stilled as he absorbed the ultra violet, and John 
who had anointed himself with oil, was soon sizzling merrily. Anderton 
having failed to quell the Mouse, it was found necessary to attach him to 
one of the cricket sight screens. From this exalted station he continued to 
wither his castigators with the lash of his tongue. Dater in the morning, 
some of the cricketers girded up their loins—or rather their loin cloths—and 
indulged in a spot of net practice; this consisted chiefly in heartfelt efforts 
to hit the ball into the Gasworks, which, more often than not, deposited 
such ball into a healthy looking clump of stinging nettles in the batsman’s 
immediate rear. They had to give this entertainment up after all the balls 
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had gone to rest, as a pair of rugger shorts was found to be somewhat in- 
adequate protection. Before lunch Stanley rolled up in his lordly saloon: 
it got stuck half way up a molehill, but eventually attained its goal. Freddie 
Wells also arrived, complete in his diver’s suit, and the assortment of 
vehicles made the place look like a car park. ‘The traffic congestion was 
relieved, however, by the departure of the pantechnicon, with a party of 
people in search of lettuce and—but that again is another story. Meanwhile 
Hector and Effie had produced lunch. Iffie from the galley tent dealt out 
ham and oaths fairly evenly, with the oaths slightly predominating. There 
was a lot of hain! Immediately after this, Major and Mrs. Pope turned 
up, and a ladies’ cloak room was envolved. This was provided by a sort 
of neckerchief, suspended over a pole, which had served Brian (the snob) 
as sleeping quarters. It was called somewhat obscurely the ‘‘ Pterodactyl,” 
presumably because of its associations with Brian. The great event of the 
afternoon was the cricket match against Mark VII. The piteh would have 
rolled out hard and true if we had remembered to roll it. Mark VII won 
the toss, and put us in. This was probably very cunning, but we are a 
simple race and Walter Mason and Johnnie Holden couldn't take a hint, 
and put on 88 for the first wicket. Joe was next in and procecded to 
treat the Mark VII bowling with complete disrespect. By tea-time we had 
amassed 189 for 4 wickets, and declared. Johnnie Holden was not out, with 
a really glorious century, made in just two hours. After tea Mark VII's 
wickets fell with commendable rapidity, due to some good bowling by Walter, 
Johnnie, Ronnie and Joe. It must however be noted that the umpires, 
Anderton and Bowen, did not give us that support whieh they should have 
done. On two occasions they gave Mark VII batsmen ‘‘ not out,” and 
we shouted ’sthat’ ever so loud. It’s too bad. Despite their disgusting 
impartiality, however, Mark VII were all out at 6.45 for 104, and we had 
won by 85 runs. Good effort. And so home after a delightful week-end. 


Monpay, JULY 7. 


In our somewhat discursive notes on camp, we have neglected our 
bounden duty, in expressing our welcome to Robinson and Holmes, who 
are staying awhile with us. We apologise abjectly, and haste to say that 
we really are glad tosce them. There was another arrival during the evening, 
in the shape of a lion’s skin or pelt, or whatever its called. A splendid 
beast, for whom we are indebted to Stanley, and it shows less traces of the 
ravages of time than the one we already have. A somewhat coarse suggestion 
of the Mouse’ that it will improve the stock, is what one might expect from 
the Mouse. 


Tuespay, Juty 8. 


The reappearance of Toghill coincided with a most infernal din in the 
office to-night. These musical watchmakers ought not to be encouraged. 
At the moment of writing a trio is being perpetrated by Hector, Pat and 
Toggy, and their collective effort is rather unnerving. The noise is interrupted 
by the wails of Effie who has presumably revoked, and some pungent com- 
ments on the revoke, in the best Chignell manner, from Nobby. 


WEDNESDAY, JULY 9. 


A lot of people went down to Dulwich in the evening, to maintain the 
reputation of the House on the tennis courts. They maintained it alright— 
they got knocked out, which is a pity, but can’t be helped. Despite their 
absence, however, there was quite a good number of people at the Guest- 
Night to hear Captain Rew, who spoke right well. 


Tnurspay, Jury 10. 


A typical Thursday evening, with people working or not as the spirit 
moved them. Joe and Bill went off to a meeting at Maida Vale, presumably 
in connection with a brighter Maida Vale movement. We hope that they 
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added a touch of their usual light-hearted gaiety to the proceedings. The 
Warden made one of his getaways, and the mystery of his disappearances 
has not been solved. Disappointed callers are told that he is out on Branch 
business! 


Sunpay, JULY 13. 


“ A dear old lady, complete with bonnet and brolly to see Babbler 
Brookes.’’ This alliterative announcement was made during the course of 
the day, and upon the Babbler presenting himself, he was warmly embraced, 
as a long lost nephew. The unprincipled Babbler however, denied acquain- 
tance with oaths (shades of Cardinal Newman, Babbler), declaring that he 
was nobody's darling. This was a shame, and the old dame was, quite pro- 
perly, shocked and heartbroken. You will learn, Babbler, when you grow 
a little older, that we must all have aunts. In fact the Warden can produce 
an extensive repertoire of female relatives as the occasion requires: a second 
cousin vastly removed comes in useful now and then! In point of fact 
the Babbler was right, and his aunt weren't no such animal. It was Mrs. 
Pope, hiding (as far as possible) her charm in outlandish raiment. But 
the Babbler should have been a gentleman all the same. Witness Bobby, 
who admitted the visitor and, penctrating the disguise (these keen-eyed 
northerners!) came to the not unreasonable conclusion that Mrs. Pope was 
suffering from a momentary aberration, (in other words had gone barmy). 
He was, at once, all solicitude, and his ‘‘ there, there, my good woman,” 
was masterly. A gentleman called Powell, of the Connaught Club, Seymour 
Street W. 1, was haled before the justices, in that he, having been forcibly 
removed from the Palladium, used to his tormentor an adjective immortalised 
by Mr. Shaw in ‘‘ Pygmalion.” Which goes to show that even civil servants 
have their pride. Of course there may be more Powells at the Connaught 
Club than we wot of: on the other hand the arm of coicidence is long, but 
not so long as all that. ‘‘ Oh! Hector who were you with last night ’’? 


Monpay, JULY 14. 


The Warden was at business again last night. There’s nothing like 
a man who takes an interest in his work: and these champagne suppers 
are so tedious. Noble fellow!—Gurcher! (This last is a vernacular expression 
of Isffie’s: it is impossible to spell but should be pronounced with the hiccough 
in the “* urch.’’) 


TUESDAY, JULY 15. 


On behalf of the House we express a warm welcome to Thompson and 
Dias, who are paying us a visit. At dinner, Paddy voiced our very real 
regret at losing Bobbie Hirst, who is leaving us to help form the storming 
party of the new Mark III. We think Bobbie will miss us, we shall certainly 
miss him. But he is upholding all the best traditions of Mark I in putting 
his own feelings last. He can rest assured, however, that his sacrifice will 
not be in vain, and, for the family here we wish Bobbie all joy and happiness. 
Its a fine thing, Bobbie. Bertie, to-day, attains the honourable estate of 
manhood, and we offer our heartiest congratulations and good wishes. He 
now has a vote and can be made a bankrupt, so he can start to enjoy life. 
Being no longer an infant, he starts a new lap in life’s journey, and we 
wish him well in it: which same wishes he is probably now recciving—since 
he put on a clean collar and subsequently vanished—in congenial company. 


WEDNESDAY, JuLy 16. 


No Guest Night,, but the customary crowd of very weleome guests. An 
uneventful evening passed in genial backchat. This may or may not be 
the medium of official announcements, but the Warden, be it known, dis- 
approves of Bridge on Wednesdays—a not unreasonable demand, as the 
lords of the green baize have six other days (if we include the Sabbath) in 
which to pursue their art, and on Wednesdays our first job is to act as hosts, 
and not as dummies. 
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Tnurspay, Juny 17. 

Hayes is leaving us to-morrow, and we take the opportunity of wishing 
him the best of Juck. His stay with us has not been over long, but his de- 
parture will leave a gap. Hutchins, of Plymouth is paying us a flying visit, 
and we bid him welcome. 


Fripay, JULY 18. 


We extend our very cordial welcome to Iludson, who joins us from 
Mark III to take Bobbie Hirst’s place. 


SATURDAY, JULY 19. 


Two well-fought cricket matches to-day, ended in a victory and a defeat 
for the Club. The First just losing to Rutlish School and the Second just 
beating their 2nd XI. 


Sunpay, Jury 20. 


The mantle of the great Motley and John Coney has descended upon 
Anderton in the present generation. His tic to-day equalled the abominations 
of either of his two predecessors in this line. The general colour scheme was 
a colourless dun, with a predominating pen-wiper motif. It spread its exotic 
expanse over the Anderton midriff, and almost put us off our grub—in itself 
a damning indictment. 


Monpay, JuLy 21. 


The above date has been inscribed for some ten solid minutes, and as 
yet no flash of inspiration has occurred to enlarge upon it. ‘lo add to the 
difficulty of the situation the Mouse and Joe (who might well represent tlic 
twin muses of comedy and tragedy) have commenccd to breathe heavily down 
our neck, and to crane their necks to see what is afoot. Now could anyone 
write a serious work like the Diary under conditions such as these? In point 
of fact there was not very much of importance to relate. The Warden muleted 
all and sundry of their surplus cash, but the rest of the people behaved them- 
selves tolerably well. 


TueEspay, JULY 22. 


The Warden, Pat and Ronnie Spear went to a cocktail party this 
evening, and actually came back looking as if they'd enjoyed it. Pat was 
so much impressed with the occasion that he asked Ronnie at dinner whether 
he would prefer green or yellow gooseberries—lie was under the impression, 
apparently, that he was still in the chartreuse atmosphere—though chartreuse 
seems to be a quecr sort of thing to call cocktails. It ultimately trans- 
pired that the yellow gooscberrics were cherries! The irrepressible Toggy, 
having evaded the Metropolitan Police, turned up this evening. He and 
Freddy Wells went to Hyde Park in the evening, and heckled. At least 
Toggy heckled and Freddy stood by with his bashful grin, trying to convey 
the impression that the gentleman was nothing to do with him. We shall 
be delegating the job of the Diary to the Mouse, for a spacc during our tem- 
porary sojourn afar. We have, during the course of the evening, impressed 
our journalistic policy upon the Mouse, with the butt end of a slipper, and 
wish him all the joy of the job. 


WEDNESDAY, JULY 23. 


Gilbert Williams slept the night—or rather arrived in the small hours, 
and spent a few of the darker ones in the Housc—and celebrated for us this 
morning. Other urgent business kept us away from the Guest Night to-night 
when Captain A. Scott-Miller, of the Royal Choral Society spoke on ‘‘ The 
Riviera and the Maritime Alps.” It appears that the speaker must have 
spent a good deal of his valuable time going over the place with a two-foot 
rule, and according to Effie, had memorised his tables to perfection. We 
were glad to see Moodie littered about the place again. This appendicitis 
business seems to have done him a lot of good. In spite of this we do not 
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contemplate following his example. Tater in the evening we were entertained 
by the sight of the Bubbler being forcibly bathed by Hugh Wilson—because 
he didn't like the Babbler’s hair oil. This sort of thing is to be encouraged. 
TuursDay, JULY 24. 

The horrors of war were very vividly brought horne to us to-day, and 
the sight of Wilson, Pte. H., having breakfast at 7.45 this morning did more 
to impress on us the stark reality of modern warfare than even “ All Quict 
on the Western Front ’’—C’est la guerre! We viewed his departure with 
a sinking heart; bearing in mind the magnitude of the task of keeping these 
pages up to date, even for ten days, and of maintaining the high standard 
set by our illustrious predecessor. The sight of the ancient form bearing 
up under the weight of rifle, onc, Kitbags, several, and equipment, misccl- 
laneous, was not one to be welcomed on an empty stomach, and many an 
unfed hosteller wilted visibly. John looked in for the evening, we imagine 
he wanted to collect his mail! There is dirty work afoot to-night. The 
Warden, deputy ditto., Ronnie Spear, and Falla of Mark VII, have sacrificed 
the evening to the good of the cause. This sounds incredible, and by the 
gods itis. To cut a long story short they have gone to a 21st birthday party. 
We refrain from going into the horrible details, but upon the Warden’s return, 
slightly in advance of the milk, he thought that the Storks had visited him. 
Closer scrutiny, however, revealed the Babbler, fast asleep in the Warden's 
room. It appears that this public spirited hosteller got locked in earlier in the 
evening, by some person or persons unknown, who, turning a deaf ear to 
his howls for mercy, left him to face the wrath of a nocturnal warden. Paddy 
and the milkman had a very level contest; Paddy being delivered slightly in 
advance of the milk. Unfortunately Pat was unable to open the front door 
and had to ring the “ Drunks’ bell "’; this, of course, was most appropriate. 
Pat says he forgot his key but it all looks a pretty poor show; after all the 
straws point the way the wind blows. 


Fripay, JULY 25. 


Two big gaps have been made in our ranks to-day by the departure of 
Anderton and Cross. Anderton has ‘‘ been and gone and done it proper ” 
and is getting married next Wednesday. Our best wishes for his future 
happiness go with him. Cross has left us until September, to go to sundry 
camps and other places of recreation. Neither of them have been with us 
long, but they will both be missed. Hugh Chignell and the pressed steel job 
managed to reach Pembridge Gardens this evening, but urgent business 
elsewhere prevented him from trumping a pretty trick. 


SATURDAY, JULY 26. 


Both cricket XI.’s lost. This statement is becoming monotonous, and 
consequently losing its value as a news item. A strong body of troops in- 
vaded Hyde Park this afternoon, under the command of General Goodwyn. 
(late of the Coldstream Guards). The Elfin Tree was duly inspected and 
ndmired, and it is with regret that we have to report that only with the great- 
est diffeulty was our able Assistant Branch Secretary, Harry Tait, persuaded 
to leave one of the fairies, unfortunately she was not one of those carved on 
the trec, but a neatly executed flanking movement by the General saved 
private Tait from capture. This heroic action has saved the House both a 
secretary and another wedding present. Tait then did homage to the gods 
of the green baize for a safe return to the fold, and promised not to believe 
in fairies any more! The Warden just failed to get his hat trick to-night by 
getting home before the dawn of another day. This must have been an 
oversight. 

Sunpay, Jury 27. 

Bertic, Morton and Joe Webster walked some miles to-day, and on 
their return, consumed some tons of miscellancous provender. Bertie ate 
for some three-quarters of an hour, and then stated that he was beginning 
to like the stuff, so he was left to have a meal. 
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Monpay, Jury 28. 


After innumerable letters, prayers, threats and supplications, also six- 
teen phone calls (all put through by the Warden, free of charge), extending 
over a period of some eight months, we have at last had the telephone 
installed in the Hector Hut. This gave Tony much food for thought; and 
after about an hour of this diet he disappeared ond returned bearing vast 
quantities of wood, nails, saws, screws, hammers and a nice line in angle 
brackets. With these he proceeded to rig up a diminutive shelf upon which 
the directory now reposes. Great thinkers these Wardens! The Hut was 
then invaded by Heath, who had the honour of putting through the first 
wrong number. The call was some five minutes duration, which at present 
stands as the record, but we are expecting great things from Ronnie Spear 
in this direction. Later in the evening Billy Grose paid us a visit, after a 
period of convalescence on Dartmoor. He assures us that His Majesty's 
pleasure had nothing to do with the case, so we must leave it at that. 
Sundry heathen played bridge in the lounge. Stanley Clapham arrived in 
his road-hogging char-a-bane and Freddy Wells thrashed a very pretty ivory, 
but otherwise there is nothing to report. 


TuESDAY, JULY 29. 

We were inspired to-night by the sight of the Warden and the House 
secretary hewing wood in the area. The Warden was wielding a very cunning 
crowbar, doing-in the heavier furniture, ably backed up by Bill bashing the 
bits up into bundles, what time Effie stood by making helpful remarks, until 
forcibly suppressed. This high standard of work sct by the powers that be 
was not without result, and a little later Morton was heard clamouring for 
a paint brush and subsequently was scen laying varnish with no light hand 
on the telephone box. If this sort of thing gets a grip on the House we will 
soon have people like Nobby Clarke getting up about 6 a.m.—pcrsonally we 
doubt the existence of such an hour—and scrubbing the steps. We were 
glad to have Potter, Jobmaster of Malta, staying with us for the night. 


WEDNESDAY, JULY 30. 


To-day the endurance record for the Hector Hut was put up to ten 
minutes. This was due to a superb bit of work by the holder, namely Tony 
Heath, who has thus halved Ronnie Spear's chances for the championship, 
although he still has more than a sporting chance in this direction. 


Taurspay, JuLy 31. 


The Warden’s bed was unslept in to-night; upon further enquiry we 
gathered that he was doing a bit of tub thumping at Maidenhead. It 
appears that. he got up and gave tongue on the subject of Toc H. This seems 
to be a good show on the face of it. The old ery of ‘‘ Got any fag cards, 
Guv'nor ’’? was heard in the lounge this evening, and after a bit of sleuth 
work it was found to originate from a secluded corner where Nobby and 
Freddie were engaged in swapping these works of art. Smokers are urged 
not to encourage this habit, but to destroy all cards on sight; after all we 
must keep up the tone of the place! 


Fripay, Aucust 1. 


“ Rabbits ’’ appears to be the right thing to say on the first of the 
month, but after this we do seem to have much to say. The birds are leaving 
the nest once more; in other words the dirty dogs who have scrounged the 
Saturday morning off are beating it into various parts of the country. Tony 
Heath leaves for his summer holiday to-day, he is spending it at Little 
Hatchet, so he may be counted among the lost souls; this sort of thing 
must stop! Bill Goodwyn and the Babbler both left the House wearing 
determined expressions—and of course several other articles of apparel— 
we don’t know where they’re going but they're on their way—or so it seems. 
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SATURDAY, AVGUST 2. 

The dining room clock was five minutes fast this morning, so our de- 
ductions must have been correct, and Bill is away. The rest of the House 
followed his example during the remaining part of the day. We will refrain 
from following their misdoings over the week-end although several very 
murky stories have reached our cars; why were Bertie and Morton so re- 
luctant to leave the Herne Bay bandstand roof? And why was Effie so 
anxious that Bill should remain silent about the camp? There are many 
other questions which might be put, but after all it was a holiday, so we will 
give the troops a rest. 

SUNDAY AND Monpay, AUGUST 8 AND 4. 

The House was closed down over the week end, but several stragglers 
made their way homewards on Monday evening; we also make haste to 
weleome Corfield and Herbert, who have come to live with us, although the 
latter is only with us for a short time. With a sigh of relief we throw down 
our pen and hand over the labours of Diarist to the London Scottish, who 
have returned from camp. We may mention in passing that Hugh Wilson 
brought back a curio from Salisbury Plain; at least the House appeared to 
regard the growth on his upper lip as such, but closer scrutiny revealed a 
young and bashful moustache, trying to take cover under the aged nosc. 
We cannot call it a sturdy growth, but we wish it well. In any case we are 
glad to have Hugh among us once more. 

Tuespay, AUGUST 5. 

We are but recently returned from our sojourn, and fall straightway 
to our bounden duty of exposing vice, or holding up virtue (if any) in the 
House. It is with excceding pleasure, therefore, that we perceive that our 
delirium tremens—sorry, locum tenens—has filled his task to perfection. 
Good show Mouse. The House is straggling back in ones and twos, with 
that worn expression which betokens a week-end well spent. We see that 
the wash-hand basin in the Gloria Swanson bathroom has deveoped a 
considerable aperture—as a matter of fact it’s bust to blazes. It all comes 
of this habit of washing. 

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 6. 

On this day 1907 the Warden first saw light. Whether this should make 
it a feast day or a fast day we are unable to express. Many 'appy returns 
Warden. He betook himself with several compatriots to that mysterious 
quarter known as ‘‘ Up West.” As we were one of the compatriots we 
are unable to relate what happened ** Up West.’ It was good to see Major 
Broad again. He was spending half-the-night with us. Being also one of 
the aforementioned compatriots, his actual period of residence was con- 
fined to a short space of time, roughly coinciding with the arrival of the 
milkman. However, we were glad to sce him at breakfast tomorrow (sounds 
funny) and we all send our love to Mrs. Broad and Michael, and regards to 
Bossie (!) 

THURSDAY, AUGUST 7. 

It is now revealed that the job of writing the Diary is to be shared 
between ourselves, and that budding Pepys the Mouse. We have suggested 
that we make ourselves responsible for Sunday afternoons and the Mouse 
does the rest, but the matter is still in negotiation. The Babbler returned 
to-day, in good voice. 

Fripay, AUGUST 8. 

Mrs. Pope went away to Kent to-day, for her well earned holiday. Wo 
hope she'll have a very good time, and come back full o’beans. Alma 
unfortunately has the ‘flu, so the Major won't be going till Monday. We 
hope Alma will soon be fit again. At the same time we extend a cordial 
welcome to Sister Christine, who is going to ‘* do for us '’ while the Major 
and his Missus are away. 
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SATURDAY, Aucust 9. 


The second XI match was scratched to-day, to enable us to raise a 
full first AI to play Birkbeck College. In consequence several members 
of the House haled them to Greenford, only to find that they hadn’t got 
a fixture with us. Terry Irish had somewhat wisely absented himself, so 
that no blood was spilt—but we do these things better in Mark I. Joe 
remained behind to play as a substitute, with that original and permanent 
gloom on his face, which gave rise to the remark that the English take their 
pleasures sadly. There is once again the pleasant task of welcoming the 
newcomer. Langford we have scen before, and are glad to renew his acquain- 
tance. Gardner starts life among us, as being known to the Mouse. Despite 
this we are very glad to welcome him. 


Sunpay, Aucust 10. 

An energetic crowd, comprising Bertie, Brian, Corfield, Effic, Herbert, 
Joe and Morton turned up at noon at a riverside tavern, rejoicing in the name 
of the Magpie at Sunbury. They there ran to earth the Warden and our- 
selves who had got in when they opened. Then, calmly oceupying most 
of the available space, the party produced sandwiches and loudly bespoke 
beer. Effic—the faithless swine or swain—either will do—procceded to fill 
in a form, which, by forwarding to a widely circulated Journal, he hoped 
would produce him a wife. Fancy answering an advertisement for a husband 
and finding Effe. After lunch, (during which meal Effe managed to break 
a chair), some of the troops embarked on a punt, while the rest walked 
along the towpath making remarks in the bargee tradition. The troops 
bathed, Brian the while looking on, a little hurt by the suggestion that he 
should have a dip too. “ What, me,’’? quoth he. Joe and Bertie lumbered 
about afterwards, to get dry. The horrible spectacle was, fortunately, cut 
short by a timely thistle. After this, a fresh consignment boarded the punt 
(Morton protruding from each end) and the craft was propelled more or less 
downstream. Considerable consternation was caused by its irregular progress, 
but it weathered the wrath of the river, and finally fetched up at its mooring. 
An enjoyable, if not edifying, day. 


Mownpay, Aucust 11. 


The House was without a secretary to-day, as Bill Goodwyn is on his 
summer holiday, so Paddy collected the beer money at supper to-night in the 
shape of breakages and casual boxes; later in the evening he sat at the seat 
of custom and robbed all comers right and left. If he can only keep the 
clocks going he bids fair to oust Bill entirely, although we doubt whether 
this double living of House secretary and Deputy Warden would be sanc- 
tioned by Headquarters or borne by the proletariat. Harry Tait returned to 
the fold to-day—as blithe a Hal as ever—and looking very fit after a 
holiday in Norfolk. His tales of incredible distances covered between the 
rising up of the sun and the going down thereof, fairly make our hair stand 
on end. Anyway we are glad to see him back. 


Tugespay, Aucust 12. 


Padre McCrury left us to-day; we have not seen over much of him and 
his stay has been of the briefest. Nevertheless we trust he will not fail 
to call on us again. Various high-minded or ‘‘ highbrow,” members visited 
the Queen’s Hal] to-night, namcly Freddy Wells, Brian Rendall, Gerry 
Lansdell and Herbert. We hope their minds were duly improved and that 
they were properly impressed. 


WEDNESDAY, AuGust 13. 


We were glud to sce Leslie Beckley, who came to celebrate for us this 
morning. Edmunds of Buenos Ayres came in this evening to bid farewell 
before he returns to South America. We hope he takes back pleasant 
memories of his stay in England, and particularly Mark I, and we take this 
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opportunity of wishing him ‘‘ bon voyage.” A party visited King's Theatre, 
Hammersmith, to-night, under the able captaincy of Hector Powell: where 
the Doyle Carte produced of their best for our especial enjoyment. 


THURSDAY, AUGUST 14. 

The Kid appeared in our midst this evening for a brief visit. We were 
exceedingly glad to see him back and looking rather like a bit of mahogany, 
after some weeks under canvas—and with a rather more painful handshake 
than usual. The Bridge fiends functioned as usual—Effe making his farc- 
well revoke before leaving us for his summer holiday. As he and Joc are 
camping together for a fortnight, the Assistant Jobmaster should be able to 
give his famous expression plenty of practice. 


Fripay, Aucust 15. 


Nobby Clarke started his holiday to-day—we find this sort of thing 
is becoming monotonous, and David Kennedy has come to live with us 
for a week, the excuse being that the boiler at his house has burst, so they 
are taking the opportunity of repapering his bedroom, which looks as if he 
usually lives in the stoke-hole. Nevertheless we bid him right welcome, 
also Maybin, who is spending a short time with us. 


SATURDAY, AUGUST 16. 


To-day, owing to some miscalculation apparently, the first XI and their 
opponents landed up on the same ground, so they had to play cricket—this 
sort of thing really must stop! The scorer and umpires all did their best 
but Toe H lost by two runs. We understand that a court of enquiry has 
been formed. The second XI scratched so we only have one defeat to record 
after all. Our society editor reports that the Acting Branch Secretary, 
Assistant Secretary, Jobmaster and Assistant Jobmaster were seen lunching 
with the Deputy Warden and Acting House Secretary. We are glad to hear 
this, but upon investigation discovered that the first four are all represented 
by that efficient Pooh Bah, Harry Tait, and the other two by Paddy, so the 
place was not so crowded as it appeared at first sight. The reason for the 
double and quadruple living is that Effie, Joe and Hugh Wilson are all on 
holiday. The place is strangely quiet without them and we trust they are 
enjoying themselves. 


Sunpay, Aucust 17. 


No words of ours can do this day justice! We almost hesitate to men- 
tion it; but our duty must be done. We have only the bare facts before us, 
but it appears that Bertie and Morton found Mark I a dull place, so they 
decided to brighten things up a bit by inviting Second June to tea! We 
can say no more! The remaining Hostellers appeared to behave themselves 
in a more becoming manner—anyway if they didn’t we regret that their 
misdoings did not reach our ears. 


Monpay, Aucust 18. 


We were glad to welcome Price of Denstone among us to-day, but have 
very little else to report. Paddy was seen knocking the Branch typewriter 
about and Harry Tait was threatening to hold an executive meeting all on 
his own. In his various capacities he finds that he constitutes a quorum, so 
the constitution would seem to be delivered into his hand. We are wondering 
if he is going to sack the Warden or any officers of the branch. 


TurEspay, AUGUST 19. 

Toggy turned up again to-day, like the ‘‘ dud ” copper, and succeeded in 
enticing some seven otherwise respectable hostellers to go to what are com- 
monly known as the *' Flieks.” This we understand is the somewhat un- 
becoming name bestowed by the proletariat upon the cinematograph. Toggy 
was lucky to escape with a whole skin, as the aforementioned many-headed 
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voted the whole business a pretty poor show. We had Humphrey Cumming 
staying in the House to-night; he toiled here from Chatham to celebrate for 
us in the morning, which is something of a record and an act which we 
greatly appreciate. 


WEDNESDAY, AuGusT 20. 


We take this opportunity of pointing out to Worcester that practical 
joking and generally beating up the Hostelry may be all very well, but when 
it comes to waking the visiting clergy in the small hours by means of loud 
and sustained snores, it is carrying the thing too far, after all we must draw 
the line somewhere! One of our rare summer Guest Nights was held to- 
night. There was a pretty fair turnout and we were glad to see some of 
the Green Howards among our visitors. Sargood gave us an interesting 
talk on ‘‘ How to spend a holiday in Australia, should you ever be there, and 
provided you have sufficient time and cash,’ or words to that effect, as 
our chairman so gracefully put it. We were also given 2 few words by 
Robins, and Van Roux of Barkley West, who spoke on Kenya and Rhodesia 
respectively. We missed the august presence of the Warden this evening, 
but we learned later that he was winning a pretty half-mile, goaded by the 
sight of Toggy in a rowing bont, but even this should not have taken him 
until the small hours—however, half a mile is a long way. 


TuHurspay, AuausrT 21. 


We take this opportunity of placing on record Bertie’s marvellous effort 
in the Hector Hut. He remained there for no less than thirty-five minutes 
at the nett cost of two pence. This astounding feat was accomplished on 
Friday 8th inst. but owing to an oversight, was omitted from these pages. 
Brian Rendall is shortly going into training with a view to lowering this 
record, we understand that this course is to include some hours of talking 
to himself, so he is a hot favourite. 


Fripay, Aucust 22. 


To-day we bade goodbye with regret to Herbert, who has been staying 
with us for a few days: David Kennedy has also left us but in his case we do 
not have to bid him goodbye. We make haste to make welcome Pearle of 
Birmingham who is spending the weck-end with us. We were exceeding glad 
to have Major and Mrs. Pope among us again after a well earned holiday. 


SATURDAY, AUGUST 23. 

Our special representative paid a visit to the Jobmasterial encamp- 
ment to-day, and brought back a truly astounding tale. It appeared that 
Joe Webster was quenching his well known thirst in the approved fashion 
when in came the Salvation Army and sold him a copy of their famous 
Journal; later in the evening he was heard to ask for a glass of water in 
a fish and chip shop—we understand this is an acquired taste so doubtless 
Salvation Joe will come to like the stuff after a bit. 


Sunpay, AUGUST 24. 

The Warden departed this morning to breakfast in the Green Howards’ 
Sergeants’ Mess. He arrived back about 3 p.m. and went to bed with an 
attack of influenza—draughty places these messes! Te was subsequently 
seen brewing a strong cup of tea which we trust cured the influenza. 


Monpay, Aucust 25. 

2 a.m. Bertie and Morton were scen slinking home after spending Sunday 
with an Aunt at Streatham. That’s the worst of these aunts that live a long 
way away—it takes so long to get home. We are glad to sce Tony Heath, 
Bill, Ronnie Spear and Nobby back among the fold again after their summer 
holidays. 
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Tuespay, AUGUST 26. 

Three young ladies called on Bertie this morning. Morton pointed out 
that they might have been his aunts from Ireland. We agree—they might 
have been! We were glad to have Grandpa among us again to-day—this is 
about the third time we have welcomed him home from summer holidays 
this month, so we imagine he will not be going away. again for a day or two. 
Another addition to the family to-day is Skinner whom we make haste to 
welcome. 


WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 27. 

A very enjoyable evening in company with some dozen sergeants of the 
Green Howards who paid us a visit. There was no fixed Guest-night; R.S.M. 
Lipscombe gave us a most interesting talk on the history of the Regiment, 
which was greatly appreciated by all who were fortunate enough to be 
present. Tony spent the evening and the greater part of the night swimming 
incredible distances. It is rumoured that he intends to swim the Atlantic in 
the near future. He will probably have to swim it twice if he gets across, as 
we understand that the American ports are careful in granting landing 
permits. A certain amount of mystery surrounds the movements of David 
and Brian, but we gather they spent most of the night wandering across 
waste spaces and falling into ditches. A bad sign. 


Tnurspay, AUGUST 28. 

The House Sceretary did rather well to-day. He went swimming in the 
Serpentine at half past five, and got back at eleven. We don’t think Mr. 
Lansbury would like it at all, Bill; we can guess what he would say because 
half the House said the same. Amid torrential rain, the Warden and Grandpa 
walked home from Piccadilly in the small hours of the morning. When 
Grandpa wrung out his wet clothes over Paddy, we thought it was going a 
bit too far—so did Paddy, who got in some very pretty work with a black- 
thorn! 


Friday, Aucust 29. 

7.45 a.m. Enter Bertie and Morton who had been out for the evening. 
After all there is nothing like doing a job properly, but this sort of thing is 
getting a bit thick. Trish Aunts! Even the Warden’s relatives don’t keep 
him after five o'clock the following morning. 


SATURDAY, AUGUST 30. 

The lst XI. got a jolly good hiding to-day; the result of the second 
match is not yet to hand. After a sweltering week in the City about the 
entire house have beaten it into the great open spaces, where men are men 
and wear shorts and no ties. 


Sunpay, AUGUST 81. 

All the troops scattered about the country side so we have little to report 
as we were far too busy keeping ourselves cool. Elworthy joined the family 
to-day for a short stay and we make haste to offer him our ‘‘ bunghos.”’ 


Monpay, SEPTEMBER 1. 

Once more we take up the pen, roll the sleeves, methodically seratch 
the head, and break into profuse perspiration, in an endeavour to keep this 
chronicle up-to-date, and keep up to an unconscionable high standard of 
diarism set by our rodent colleague. It falls to our lot, and we do it with a 
will, to offer our welcome to Mallard and Hebert . 


TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 2. 


They say that a criminal always returns to scene of his crimes, and 
Major Broad, now spending a fortnight in town, has once more taken up 
residence with us. It is difficult to say how truly glad we are to have him 
with us again—anyhow, he knows it. With him came Bossie, who promptly 


115 


I 
f 


proceeded to preen himself before Maggic. We understand that he proposed 
in the Coal Hole and was promptly accepted. (Maggie is getting on in years 
and doesn't want to die single—only natural). The House's sporting instincts 
were properly aroused by the Major’s arrival, and a Pitch and Toss Festival 
took place in the Lounge at or about 11 p.m. Notable Pitchers (and Tossers) 
present included the Majors Broad and Pope, Messrs. Cooper and Fleath, the 
McKee, and Master Ridout. The press was also represented. The Battle 
waxed amain, and some beautiful pennies were slung. Bossie, keeping late 
hours for a newly married man, participated later in the evening, but was 
very properly disqualified. 


WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 38. 

Ralph Jackson, padre of Buenos Aires, celebrated for us this morning. 
We were grateful for this service, and also delighted to sce him. Stanley 
Clapham held forth at our first Winter Guest-night this evening, and, as 
the political papers have it, was supported by Ralph Jackson, Montague 
(Mombasa) and Elworthy. 


Tuurspay, SEPTEMBER 4. 

The Babbler returned home this evening, bright of eye, flushed of cheek, 
and, if possible, even more loquacious than usual. The origin of these mani- 
festations was traced to Gin. Now Gin is all very well in its way, but the 
aspiring toper would be better advised to start under the auspices of Messrs. 
Watney, Coombe and Reid. For his misdoings and for the good of his soul, 
we beat the Babbler in the accustomed space. So what with Gin and the 
slipper, he’d probably wake up sore at both ends to-morrow. 


Fripay, SEPTEMBER 5. 

Mrs. Broad graced our board this evening, and to her, as previously to 
her spouse, we try to express our genuine welcome. Together with the Major 
she repaired to see “‘ Bitter Sweet,’’ and at the uncouth hour of 11 p.m. the 
Warden was spotted creeping out in boiled shirt, avowedly to join them. 
The history of their peregrinations will, probably, remain for ever unrevcaled 
—and perhaps t’were better so. 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 6. 


One of these popular functions, a House Camp, bcing in prospect, there 
was a migration to Barnet during the afternoon and evening. Tony, having 
again acquired one of those gigantic cars, of which he seems to have an 
inexhaustible supply, set off in the same with vast quantities of blankets 
and provender, with the Mouse perched precariously on top, chirping glee- 
fully, and making surreptitious long noses at the Constabulary. The Deputy 
Warden and the Diarist made their way North by more democratic means, 
and felt constrained to sample Barnet Fair en route, to see if it was fit for 
invasion by the troops. They mistimed this detour, and got to Camp before 
all the work was finished. In due course the tents were erected, Worcester 
ensconced amid a pile of brush wood, where he happily, if somewhat un- 
successfully, endeavoured to kindle a fire, and Effie was debageed, and the 
stage was sct for a successful week-end. After supper, at which meal Pat 
raised our hopes in his euisinary abilities, the troops moved off in varying— 
and somewhat devious directions for the fair. By mutual arrangement it 
has been decided to gloss over the enormitics of various members of our 
community thereat, and so we touch but lightly on them. After all why 
shouldn't the Warden take his charming companion in to share a friendly 
pint: or Ronnie invite an equally fair damosel to share his loneliness on the 
roundabouts. In an entirely different category is Pat's exploit: for he, 
finding himself in possession of a complete cocoanut (the reward of prowess), 
generously gave the fruit (or whatever it is) to an aged beldam of motherly 
mien, apparently under the impression that she was in need of sustenance. 
Pat's philanthropy was rewarded with a packet of woodbines, a pat on the 


116 


head, and the beldam’s blessing. As it rained more or less incessantly during 
the evening, we got universally wet, but retired in good order, and completely 


happy. 


SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 7. 

Although not favoured with the brilliant weather to which we have 
become accustomed in past camps, the gods were not unkind, and the hurri- 
eane which was knocking about missed Barnet, and hit, we believe, Florida 
instead. After another successful effort at meals by Pat, the morning was 
spent much as usual. ‘The energetic souls sweated off some superfluous 
tissue in a hectic game of Rugger, and in consequence were more or less 
quiescent for the rest of the morning. Effe, as usual, spent most of his time 
in a state of enforced nudity, which although it did not afford us any appreci- 
able pleasure, seemed considerably to brighten the lives of the passengers 
in passing trains. As is our wont we occupied the afternoon by beating 
Mark II at Cricket. Having won the toss and batted first, they amassed 
50 odd for one wicket, but Hudson, with considerable assistance from Tony 
Heath (Umpire) broke the partnership, and owing chiefly to some good 
bowling by Ronnie, we got them all out for 92. Walter and Johnnie opencd 
for us, but unfortunately Walter saw a pretty girl in the new ‘“‘ Pavvy ** and 
got out before he had scored, and we groaned a bit. However Joe went in 
and considerably brightened the proceedings, and with Johnnie, put us in a 
sound position. When Fuzzled Freddy made the winning hit we had five 
wickets down, and so triumphed again. 


Monpay, SEPTEMBER 8. 

Major Broad immolated himself yesterday, on the altar of duty—to boot, 
the Cricket Match—and is to-day laid up with a small water on the knee. We 
express the sympathy of the house with him in his painful incapacitation, 
and we hope that he’ll soon be about again. The faithful Bossie looks 
depressed, and wobbles around with a sympathetic limp. 


TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 9. 

The strain of prolonged literary composition (alleged) begins to tell 
upon us, and we can find but little to record to-day. It is however, a fact, 
that a complete stranger, writing to Effic, addressed that Gentleman (alleged) 
as “‘ Dear Cask.’’ The writer, even if unwittingly, seems to have hit upon 
a particularly happy method of address, and must be possessed of considerable 
descriptive powers. It seems to be a case of Cask by name and Cask by 
nature. 


WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 10. 

There was to have been an Open Night at our Guest-night this evening, 
but David Kennedy stepped in and saved us from such a disaster, with a 
good exposition on ‘‘ The Law and the Poor.’ Despite the fascinating 
nature of the subject, it did not seem to command universal approbation, 
and Tony up spake and said so. We don't quite know what he did want, 
but it was neither the Law nor the Poor and being a plain man, he said so. As 
far as can be gathered from his remarks, Hector seemed to agree with him, 
adding a rider on Toe H in general. The Mouse here put his spoke in, and 
several other people became pleasantly rude to each other. Over all, Pat 
in the somewhat unwonted attitude of Chairman reigned supreme. It must 
have been a good evening—unfortunately we were not present, as we were (or 
was) watching Richard III.—there were several murders there! 


Fripay, SEPTEMBER 12. 

The Branch Executive made whoopee to-night and elected Avory, 
Baldwin and Phillips as members of Toe H. Congratulations! In addition 
they sacked the present Secretary (congratulations) and elected Harry Tait 
to that office. (Congratulations!—for the third and last time of asking). 
The Diarist took a bath during the evening, and was therein foully 
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assaulted by a band of brigands including inter alia (that’s a new one) the 
Warden, his Deputy (and shillelagh) Tony Heath and the Mouse. Brian 
Rendell refereed to start with, but retired, owing to the effects of a casual 
chunk of carbolic soap. The action was well fought, and the invaders 
eventually repulsed, by which time the bath was cold, so it may be said to 
have been a draw! 


SaTURDAY, SEPTEMBER 13. 

Bertie off on holiday. Hope he has a good time and keeps out of 
mischiefi—though this latter is unlikely. The Warden has again made himself 
scarce—he is probably to be found at Maidenhead or ‘‘ Bitter Sweet.” The 
Cricket Club finished the season in a blaze of comparative glory at Southend. 
Their match was washed out. Their importance, however, was overshadowed 
by the Rugger Club who started their season to-day, with trials at Barnet. 


SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 14. 

There was a sort of general post in rooms to-day, and several people 
changed round. The Mouse was making himself (in his own eyes) useful, by 
looking on and making funny remarks. Suddenly, apparently scenting cheese 
in a drawer, he rushed at it, and started worrying it furiously. The drawer 
didn’t move, but the mirror just above it did, with the result that it came 
into unexpected juxtaposition with the Ridout skull, and, of course, suffered 
severely in the unequal contest. The Mouse looked a bit startled, but shook 
himself and talked about mending the mirror. As he is still picking up the 
pieces it looks like a worth while sort of job. For the rest, the Rugger season 
having started, we were infested with Effie, who sucked his foul pipe all 
day in the execution of his duties as Team Seerctary. We understand that 
Crook and Geraint Jones (whom we already know) are to take up residence 
to-day, and so lose no time in welcoming them. 


Mownpay, SEPTEMBER 15. 


The Warden, whose activities, (nefarious and otherwise—but mostly 
nefarious) have of late occupied such a large space in these chronicles, went 
off to-day to spend a fortnight with Gilbert Williams. We hope that that 
beloved cleric won't stand for any of his nonsense. Hot milk at 9.30 and 
then bed, without the option, is the sentence which we suggest. 


WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 17. 


The evening was occupied with a Branch General Meeting, at which 
Harry Tait made his first official public appearance. He is, we are glad to 
note, acquiring a distinctly urbane appearance, and has the knack of silencing 
awkward questions. He should go far. Effie announced that we were doing 
something or other, to some Welsh boys from the North of England. In fact 
he announced it three times running, and he doesn’t know yet why everyone 
laughed! But then, its only Sunday now, so we must give him time. The 
rest of the evening was taken up with the usual, more or less pointless 
remarks, and everyone seemed satisfied. 


FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 19. 

John appeared at breakfast, this morning, with that coy look on his face, 
borne by all people who appear at breakfast in new suits. The suit in question 
was what is best described as a gents’ natty heather mixture, but if you want 
more than that, go and take a peep at John. 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 20. 

The Rugger season started in earnest this afternoon, with four teams 
in action, against sundry sides of Old Blues. The first proved their mettle 
by winning to the tune of 44—0, but the others all succumbed, which shows 
that we still have some way to go. The new baths, showers and pavilion 
arrangements were however an unqualified success, so that it will be—as 
it should be—a real pleasure to get thoroughly filthy. 
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SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 21. 

We, ourselves, were away during the day, but we were credibly in- 
formed by Worcester that nothing spectacular happened. And if Worcester 
can’t raise any copy, you may be reasonably sure that there isn’t much to 
write about. However 16 people went down to All Hallows to hear Tubby 
preach, and were well repaid the effort. A minute dog—some 4in. by 2in. 
arrived from Little Hatehett for Tony Heath. No one seemed to know much 
what to do with it, except Mrs. Pope, who fed the creature incessantly. 
Its silence was thus ensured, but the people in Owen’s room look like 
having a busy night if they adopt the same methods. Joc leered at it, and 
said ‘' Puss, Puss ’’ in what he fondly imagined was a propitiatory manner, 
but this seemed, not unnaturally, to incense it. 


MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 22. 


A well attended House meeting was held in the Lounge this evening, 
apologies were received from only one or two members, also the Warden, 
who appears to have abdicated in favour of Paddy. Dash a Warden who 
daren’t face the Proletariat! We are bound to admit that the Deputy 
filled the chair with his customary ability; and after the usual harangue on 
the time-honoured themes of light-bill, week-end book and furniture he 
then proceeded to wax cloquent—nay, almost lyrical, on the duties of a 
chief host, until the House Secretary pointed out, with his customary tact, 
that the office had been abolished for some fortnight or so. The McKee of 
McKee then retired, a trifle abashed, but unbeaten. After a few well chosen 
words from the various officers, the House groused, according to schedule, 
and three heavy Government defeats were recorded, namely in the cases 
of the breakage and late boxes and the eternal question of the front door. 
This is a good show—up the Reds! We must make mention of the fact that 
Tony Heath has taken upon him to type this diary of misdoings. We tender 
our sincere thanks, congratulations and condolences, all at once! 


WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 24. 

The system received something of a shock to-day when we awoke to 
find Toggy littered about the casual bed; nevertheless we hasten to bid him 
welcome. A very enjoyable Guest-night was held to-night, when Greenwood 
spoke on the Passion Play, and as the Chairman, (in the person of Hugh 
Wilson) said, he obviously knew what he was talking about, apparently one 
of the rarer occurrences. 


THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 25. 

A blank day, except for the defeat of the Lunch Club Auditors, namely 
Hugh and Joe, by Mark I as represented by Harry Tait and the Diarist, at 
the ancient and honourable game of skittles. 


TRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 26. 

The evening was brightened considerably by the appearance of Hector 
in plus fours and his ‘‘ Canarics sometimes sing ’’ pullover. The entire affair 
lending the Lounge quite an air of distinction. It appears that the reason 
for this garb is that Hector, Brian Rendell and Ben Neville are paying a 
visit to Poperinghe; we only hope the natives will be duly appreciative. The 
House was honoured by a flying visit from the Warden, who presumably 
wanted a few more dress shirts; he was introduced, in passing, to a few 
of this year’s hostellers who had not seen him before. Doubtless they were 
thrilled. One does not often have the privilege of meeting the big noise, 
or the man behind the screens—sorry scenes. 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 27. 


Rugger in real earnest to-day, and Toc H, with five fifteens in the field 
sustained one loss, while registering three victories and one draw. Let it 
also be written up that Joe Webster obtained tries, one, ‘‘ A ” XV for the 
use of. How he got it we know not, neither is it within our province to 
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enquire. Freddie Wells added yet another achievment to the long list already 
to his credit to-day, by knocking down a young lady. This sounds pretty 
poor on the face of it, and hardly in keeping with the high traditions of 
Mark I, but we would add that the above mentioned female was riding on 
a tram when she had the bright idea of being somebody's mascot, so she did 
her best to step off the tram on to Freddie's handle-bars. She missed, in 
fact she fell short by some two feet, and was accordingly ‘‘ coshed one.” 
We learn that the lady is undamaged. One of the tougher birds! The entire 
house seems to have spent the evening in the ‘* Coronct,’’ but as none of 
them saw any of the others we are led to believe that they were looking in 
the wrong direction. The House was filled with what seemed like legions of 
visitors who spent the night among us; we bid them welcome collectively, 
but are at a loss to understand how they all fitted in. 


SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 28. 

Bertie returned from his holiday to-day, so we are all looking forward 
to the Canteen being available when it is wanted, which will be quite a 
refreshing change! The only other event of note is that Effie went to 
church in the evening, but they passed round plates and not bags, so it 
was a fruitless evening as far as he was concerned. 

Monpay, SEPTEMBER 29. 

To-day saw the new breakage box scheme in action, and it was indeed 
the artful dodger who left the McKee with his copper intact. Hugh Chignell 
blew in—we think that is the correct expression under the cireumstances— 
with his usual ery of “ What about a Rubber, chaps °’? And forthwith two 
fours leapt into action to trump a very pretty trick. The herocs who braved 
the channel to visit Pop returned to-day. Brian says they weren’t a bit 
si... we mean he is reported to have said that they had a very good 
crossing. 

TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 30. 

The House was brightened for a short space this evening by a visit 
from Kid Bridger who has forsaken this hostelry in favour of one round the 
corner, not the Chepstow, but one where a spot of work may be done. This 
is a poor show; nevertheless we wish him luck over his exams and may he 
visit us often. 

WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 1. 

A most entertaining Guest-night was held to-night. With Brian Rendell 
in the Chair it was morc than appropriate that the Hon. Miss Elcanor Plumer 
should talk on “ Pubs and how to run them.” She pointed out that Brian 
was hearing her for the third time on the subject, so he should be a pretty 
efficient publican when he takes up the business. 


SATURDAY, OCTOBER 4. 

The Mouse has gone off to Juans-les-Pins for his holiday. Here may be 
seen the sinister influence of the Warden, who also not long since visited 
that modern Babylon—cum—Margate. It’s very thoughtless of the Mouse 
as it means that once more we have to bend our back to the job of Diary 
writing. Rugger occurred as usual, the First XV. beating St. Thomas's 
“A ” by some fifty points. The First may be said to be displaying distinct 
promise. The other teams won and lost in the ordinary course of nature. 
SUNDAY, OCTOBER 5. 

The papers bear witness to an outrage committed yesterday when a 
parcel consigned from Belfast, exploded in the P.O. Sorting Offce. We 
hear that Paddy’s washing hasn’t turned up this week! 

Monpay, OCTOBER 6. 

Nobby returned to-day, bringing the tang of the salt spray with him 
(Query—Is the Solent salt?) and humming Shenandoah in an offhand manner. 
Brian, some while back, lost his dressing gown, and his lamentations anent 
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that fact have nearly driven everyone crazy for the last fortnight. He has 
now run it to earth, in the Warden’s possession, and our only remark is that 
we should have thought that that would be the first place to look. The 
real mystery is why anyone should want to pinch it—much less Tony— a 
man of taste my Masters—and very particular about what sort of dressing 
gown he’s seen in in public. 


WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 8. 


The multitudinous and divers emotions raised in the human breast, at 
the approach of a Ladies Guest-night, were all manifest to-day. Some people 
seem frankly to enjoy them, while others slink about, with furtive straighten- 
ing of the tie, and wonder what to do with their hands. Mrs. Underhill, 
whom we had the privilege of entertaining, however, gave a rattling good 
speech about the N.W. Frontier. Its one drawback was its too fleeting re- 
ference to her historical exploit, when as Miss Lilian Star, she rescued Miss 
Mollie Ellis from the local Ronnie Spear. Phillips wrestled nobly with the 
aged lantern, and the evening was a great success. 


THURSDAY, OCTOBER 9. 


The night of the Swimming Gala, and our hopes ran high that we might 
wrest the Team Race Cup from Mark II. The first heat was watched breath- 
lessly, and there was much wagging of heads over Palmer's Green, who ran 
us very close, and looked a likely lot. The Second Team—consisting of 
Billie Grose, Grandad Wilson, Joe Webster and Bertie Attride—were beaten 
into third place in the heat, but had the satisfaction of beating Mark II.’s 
first. At last the final came along, and the Kid dived in, and fairly whizzed 
along, leaving a wash like a speed boat, and gaining a lead of five yards. 
Tony followed and amid increasing excitement just maintained it. When 
Pat disturbed the waters, the din was terrific: [fie on the bank appeared to 
be offering up prayers to his own particular deity (probably Bacchus), and 
the Major was incanting in Kurdish. Knobby, our last man, was first away, 
and swam like a hero, with a Palmer’s Green man who seemed to have a 
propeller concealed somewhere gradually decreasing the gap. However 
Knobby flapped a sufficiently pretty hand to win by a yard and pande- 
monium was let loose when the Cup was ours. A very, very good show 
upon which the whole team are to be congratulated. 


Fripay, OCTOBER 10. 

Spent principally in looking at the swimming cup. 
SATURDAY, OCTOBER 11. 

Toc H first XV met and vanquished Blackheath Extra “* A ” to the 
tune of fourteen points to nil. Good business. The other teams surprisingly 
enough, won and lost, and we congratulate and commiserate with them as 
the oceasion warrants. 

SUNDAY, OCTOBER 12. 


The Warden spent the day—under proper supervision for once— in the 
West Country, and returned to find a considerable quantity of the Lounge 
furniture hors de combat. From all accounts everyone was doing something 
else at the time of the accident, so the furniture must obviously have perished 
through senile decay. “ It came away in me ‘and Mum.” 


TUESDAY, OCTOBER 14. 


The Major went into the Middlesex Hospital to-day, to undergo some 
slight facial readjustment. Our thoughts will be much with him, with all 
our good wishes. 


WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 15. 


Padre Beckley—always weleome here—did us the good service of cele- 
brating at Communion this morning. The evening was occupied with what 
was termed a China Guest-night—ua function held with the intention of seeing 
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what could be done to get Toc H going in China. Many prominent China 
merchants and things were good enough to come along, and we all listened 
to good talks from Harry Ellison and Pat Leonard. Younger members of the 
House were observed to be lurking round the door, and watching each visitor 
intently as he removed his hat. There was, however, a disappointing lack 
of pigtails. 

THURSDAY, OCTOBER 16. 

The indefatigable Brian induced most of the troops to go to the Western 
District Guest-nìght at Hammersmith. Contrary to custom this proved to 
be a very cheery and worth while function, und the Branch put on a (very) 
amateur Dramatic Production. It lasted about ten minutes ond was in con- 
sequence much enjoyed. 

Fripay, OCTOBER 17. 

Reports of the Major, we are glad to say, portray him as being very 
chirpy. His operation has been deferred until Monday. His visitors in one 
day included two parsons and Sister Christine, and the Nurse is reputed to 
have been very anxious that he might wake up in the night and start telling 
his beads. This contingency probably did not occur! The Branch Executive 
met during the evening, and completed its business by 9.30. Harry Tait 
is making a good start, and evidently means to stand no nonsense from the 
committee. 


SATURDAY, OCTOBER 18. 

More laurel wreaths for the First XV, who to-day beat Guys “ A ” by 
18—nil. They have now scored to date 135 points in five matches, with only 
6 pts. against. We are indeed members of no mean club. John Mallet 
spent the evening rubbing his hands together and chuckling to himself. 


SUNDAY, OCTOBER 19. 


Brian had an idea that it might be a good idea to go for a walk, and to 
this end induced Corfield, Jones, Phillips, John, Pat, Bill and Tony to 
accompany him to Windsor Great Park. Tony’s idea of what a walk should 
be was to make it a protracted lunch—upon some vague pretext—a snooze 
and so home: but more strenuous councils prevailed, and the party even- 
tually got under weigh. Many things might have been discussed, but the 
conversation seemed to consist exclusively of an argument as to what noise 
a stag made. Their final decision on the point will not be published in 
our next issue. Upon their return they found Chignell in the Lounge, 
complete with the Autumn Cup of the Toc H Golf Club. Thus another pot 
is added to the already imposing array of plate in the Lounge. Good show 
Hugh. 

Monpay, OCTOBER 20. 


Noted as signallising the return of the Mouse (who will now be able to 
write the Diary again—‘*‘ It’s an ill wind, etc.’’). He bore the tan of 
southern suns, and was in unnecessarily exuberant spirits. We are pro- 
foundly pleased to have him with us again. 


TUESDAY, OCTORER 21. 


The Warden was not at home to visitors and was to be seen pottering 
about in his sanctum, and messing about with wires and things. At last 
the lights fused all over the house, and he, presumably uttered a contented 
sigh upon the completion of his labours. He then went out with a smile 
on his face which said more plainly than words ‘‘ Now see what you can 
do about that.’ The incident has however raised some doubt as to the 
doctrine of the Infallibility of the Warden. 


WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 22. 


News comes that the Major’s operation has been postponed again. As 
all visitors are unanimous in their verdict as to the fairness of the Nurses, 
this sounds a bit fishy. The Sports Club held a Guest-night in the Lounge 
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this evening and a huge crowd turned up. We were particularly glad to renew 
our friendship of the summer with the Green Howards, who turned up 
in foree, and they presented a cup, from the Sergeants’ Mess, for a High 
Jump Team Event at the Sports. John received this on behalf of our winning 
team at last year’s meeting. We hope to see R.S.M. Lipscombe and his 
merry men on many future oecasions. Lord Wakefield gave a talk and the 
evening passed off well. 


TuursDAy, OCTOBER 238. 


There occurred at the Knightsbridge Hotel, during the course of the 
evening, a dance, instigated by Wrigley, with the object of aiding the 
Pavilion Fund. There was a prodigious array of dickey from the House, 
but anent a painful episode regarding a pair of trousers, we are dumb. 


Vripay, OCTOBER 24. 


Our old friend Mr. Campion came to us to-day to spend a little time with 
us. We are glad to see him but are afraid that his presence will cramp 
Worcester’s style. We would also offer 1 warm welcome to Mrs. Pope’s 
sister, who is staying while the Major is not here. We arc both grateful 
to her and glad to see her. 


SATURDAY, OCTOBER 25. 


The Mouse was laid up to-day with a sprained hind paw. The exuber- 
ance referred to previously, apparently overcame him, and it is believed 
that he tried to kick a brick wall down. The wall however demonstrated 
that still waters run deep, look before you leap, and all that moulders is not 
cheese. The First XV won again! This time the victims were St. Mary’s 
‘““ A ’’ who went down before them 9—6. Instead of being grateful, the 
First now grouse because they had 6 points scored against them. Unless 
they win by at least 50—nil, they consider themselves routed. 


SUNDAY, OCTOBER 26. 

The Mousc is still hors de combat: he can however, hobble about, and 
has already hobbled at some 20 m.p.h. on three occasions, viz:— (1) to 
breakfast, (2) to lunch, (3) to tea. He is now saving up for another spurt 
at dinner time. Paddy went to church with the Babbler this morning. The 
first theory about this was that Pat must have enjoyed himself so much at 
the Dance, that he ought to go along and get a few things knocked off his 
celestial overdraft. This idea was, however, dispelled, when the Babbler 
unwittingly divulged that there was a femme to be “ cherchez’d.’’ We 
don’t know the details but there is a romantic vision of love being born over 
a shared footstool. 


Monpay, OCTOBER 27. 

Once again we seize our pen, scratch our head, and stare long and 
hopelessly at vast areas of unblemished whiteness, and were it not forbidden, 
we fear we might be retrospective as we find many gross omissions and not, 
a few libels in this chronicle of misdoings during the past three weeks. 
Nevertheless we will forbear and posterity will be the losers, and in the year 
1980 (circa) little Hugh, aged four, will have no excuse for climbing on the 
aged knee and saying “ Grandpa, tell us what really happened to your 
trousers on the night of the Sports Club Dance, ‘way back in ‘30.”” We 
might go further but our modesty—for which we are justly renowned— 
forbids, so we will content ourselves with the current topics. To-day being 
the last Monday before the end of the financial year or something, the 
Warden himself aped Levi and sat at the receipt of custorn—robbing the 
poor right and left as usual, and be it said, with no small measure of success. 


TUESDAY, OCTOBER 28. 


A new settee was spirited into the Lounge to-day, we fear it was acquired 
by some low trick; otherwise why are the powers that be so keen on keeping 
it tucked away out of sight? We imagine it will remain in the dark— 
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literally—until the rightful owner, or owners have ceased looking for it. 
Bill Goodwyn was seen walking round with a depressed air to-day, and 
closer scrutiny revealed the fact that he was carrying a small paper bag, 
out of which he produced numerous pieces of pumice-stone (rather like a 
conjuror hard at work with top hats and rabbits), which said bits of brick 
he was observed to deposit, somewhat reluctantly, in each bathroom, in 
carefully premeditated quantities. This sort of thing is what House Sec- 
retarics are for, and if Bill produces a few rockets on the fifth of November, 
even Worcester (having no use for the pumice-stone), will agree that Bill 
has justificd his existence, for the time being at any rate. 


WEDNESDAY, OcTOBER 29. 

We are indcbted to Tubby for coming in person to celebrate for us this 
morning. It is not often that we see him, which makes his visits doubly 
welcome. The Major underwent his operation this afternoon, and is pro- 
gressing favourably, so we hope to have him about the place again ere long. 
We are glad to welcome about a dozen Maidenhead members, led by Brian 
Dickson, at our Guest-night this evening, when Barkis gave us of his best. 


SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 1. 

Being All Saints Day, a contingent got up and attended the early 
Celebration at All Hallows. Later in the day the Rugger XV.'s had a 
fairly successful afternoon (a remark like that comes from having Paddy 
about the House—sorry!). Anyway the First were again victorious; beating 
Rosslyn Park “ A ’’ to the tune of 11—6. They now claim to be one of 
the only three unbeaten teams in England—swank!. They had the oppor- 
tunity of having two victories in one afternoon, as Effie kindly got the R.A.F. 
er fone as well as ‘‘ the Park.” The First however wisely decided not 
to risk if. 


Sunpay, NOVEMBER 2. 

Much bridge was played, and owing to some mistake Effie actually 
won! Kid spent the evening in the House so good order was kept for a 
a change. We make haste to welcome Free, who is joining the family. 


Monpay, NOVEMBER 3. 

We have cheering news to-day. It is reported that the Major is doing 
well and may be with us again before the week is out. We hope this is 
true and take this opportunity of wishing him a speedy recovery. A small 
but select gathering in the Lounge this evening had the privilege of wit- 
nessing a '* Movie ’’ enacted in the Office (it would have been a *‘ 100 per 
cent Talkie ° but for the glass door), entitled ‘‘ A Jobmaster at work.” 
This calls for no explanation or criticism from us, so we will satisfy our- 
selves with the statement that it was well and truly appreciated by the 
audience. 


TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 4. 

We were both surprised and delighted to see Mrs. Broad about the 
House again, if only for an evening; unfortunately the Major was left to 
guard Michael and Bossic—we hope this won't occur again. We make 
haste to welcome Beresford back among us once more after a sojourn in 
the Midlands. 


WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 5. 

We are very grateful to Appy who came along in the small hours to 
celebrate for us; apparently the Mark VII House boy didn’t have a chance 
to lead us up the garden path a second time, as we are informed that a 
particularly penetrating alarum clock has been purchased for the express 
purpose of making Appy ‘‘ leap with joy ’’ in the small hours without 
additional aid from the house boys. Onc of the better Guest-nights was 
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held in the Lounge this evening. Lindsay of Bengal, the Toe H Commis- 
sioner of India gave us a good talk and was followed by a few words from 
Elenderson of Calcutta, Varker of Madras, and Lake Lake who needs no 
introduction from us. ‘This latter speaker, to the general annoyance, ex- 
ploded the fencing incident myth, and so spoilt a jolly good story. Guy 
Fawkes, his night.—On this one night in the year the population may be 
sharply divided into two classes, those with incendiary und homicidal ten- 
dencies, and those without. fie appears to be the sole representative of 
the latter class in Mark 1, whilst the hostellers without exception, appear to 
possess both these characteristics to a marked degree, and proceed to give 
Efħe a taste of the future as soon as the Guest-night was over. Isthe how- 
ever appears to be fireproof. This should be a great comfort to hirn. Uut- 
standing figures in the celebrations were Worcester, who banged a very 
pretty banger, and Hugh Wilson, who with Tony Heath did big business 
with a villainous looking bomb-shaped affair; after a series of eur-splitling 
detonations caused by their joint efforts these two conspirutors were seen 
crawling out of the ‘* dug-outs ’’ by the dining room with an air worthy of 
the Great Guy himself. 
TRiDAY, NOVEMBER 7. 

For some reason the Lounge was actually used as such; in fact there 
were no less than fourteen bodies littered about in various attitudes of 


repose, even the Warden was in. This is a good show as we like to see people 
using the Lounge for other purposes than eating and sleeping. , 


SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 8. 


The First XV, including five members of Mark I, retained their un- 
beaten record to-day at the expense of the Royal School of Mines whom 
they beat 10—9; good work, but a pretty close shave. The other five teams 
all went up the spout, which is not quite good enough. 


Sunpay, NOVEMBER 9. 


Spiritual wickedness in high places is a mild description of the incident 
which this morning shook the morale of the [House from cellar to Shi Room. 
As Kipling might (possibly) have said, the facts are these. Judge well 
O Hostellers. At fourteen minutes past nine (G.M.T.) while the House 
was devouring the matutinal sausage and the well-grilled rasher, the [Louse 
Secretary was seen to peer surreptitiously across his porridge at the clock, 
and noting the hour and the absence of the Deputy Warden at a glance, the 
faithful, if unscrupulous, Lill promptly hove himself up and interfered with 
the mechanism in such a way as to cause time to stund still, that is to say 
for all practical purposes. Sone three minutes later Paddy arrived and 
commenced his breakfast with an expression of child-like innocence spread 
over the massive Irish features. Had the Warden heen present......... but, 
to quote our friend Kipling again, that is another story. 

Monpay, NOVEMBER 10. 
Glad to sce an auld acqunintanec to-night in the person. of Jolli Walker. 


The Lamp was lit in the Chapel in the evening, und on the eve of Armistice 
day wel especially remembered all our Elder Brethren. 


Tuespay, NOVEMBER 11. 

To the general satisfaction Paul Gardner re-uppeared to-day after an 
absence due to illness (unspecified}—from which we hope he is now com- 
pletely recovered. The Paddington Grope—consisting of Jerry Ashfield and 
John McGillyeuddy (pronounced M-M-M-Muddy) held conclave into the 
the small hours in the Lounge. The Paddington Grope appears to have 
got hold of a job in connection with one of the less residential areas of 
North Kensington, but what precisely was the nature of the “* job ’’ and how 
it was to be tackled were points which did not emerge very clearly from the 
discussion. 
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WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 12. 

Padre Beck of South Kensington celebrated for us this morning, for 
which service we are grateful to him. In the evening there was one of 
those Guest-nights notable for the presence of Tubby. Trystan Edwards 
started off on the Modern Bluejacket, a subject on which he was well 
qualified to speak, having, so it transpired, hoisted a pretty slack during the 
War. Afterwards Col. Stead talked to us of the work of the Ex-Service 
Friends Association—a stout effort which should command our respect and 
assistance. The Misses Alexander were then produced—blushing—by Tubby, 
and were then compelled by him to speak—more to our satisfaction than 
theirs, we suspect. Some words from Tubby completed a really good show. 
Later on it was found necessary to debag Joe, who continucd to infest the 
Lounge in a primal state until well into the night. 


TRURSDAY, NOVEMBER 18. 

The Warden, in a fit of activity, put, or caused to be put on the dining 
room door one of those pneumatic affairs whose function is to elose the 
door of the first part. This particular piece of apparatus alternates by 
holding the door firmly open at an angle of 45° (thereby introducing a 
piercing gust) or slamming it till it shivers to its very hinges. But it has 
given the Warden hours of amusement, which is the great thing. 


FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 14. 

Verily we are being killed with kindness, by our warm hcarted Warden. 
There have now appeared in the Lounge:— (a) new settees—onc; (b) new 
armchairs—three, Hostellers, for the use of. The specificd objects of beauty 
and art are immaculate in their shining and slippery newness. ‘They looks 
lovely! And if incorrigible die-hards sigh wistfully for the old, battered, 
ones where you lay in supreme comfort in x more or less horizontal position— 
if they do sigh, let them keep their sighs in their own bosoms, or the Warden 
would be dreadfully disappointed, and after all the springs of the new ones 
will soon bust! 


SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 15. 

The Toe H First XV won again, beating Mid. Herts by 11—0 at a 
place called Welwyn Garden City. We have never been to Welwyn Garden 
City, but we imagine that it would be a good show to win anything there. 
So that the satisfied smirk still overspreads the face of John. 


Sunpay, Novesser 16. 

Happily styled by Bill—‘‘ Old Boys Day.” Many of our past residents 
—out so to speak on ticket-of-leave, warmed our hearts by visiting us. The 
distinguished Dicko, having precariously made the necessary mileage from 
Manchester is staying the week-end with us. John Coney who has been 
propping up a stand at Olympia, also looked in, and at tea held us spell- 
bound (sic.) with wondrous tales of the internal combustion engine. Leslie 
Wood happily recovered from a spot of pleurisy also appeared—presumably 
to demonstrate optically that his illness ended happily. Hugh Chig. (looking 
like a tobacco pouch) in a sort of leather jerkin, and the Kid were also 
on the scene. The latter looked, if anything, more disgustingly fit than 
ever, and when he got playful he looked like a hale young elephant out for 
a sprec. To complete the picture Capt. Hayward turned up to stay the 
night. To all and sundry we extend hunghos; jolly glad to sce ‘em. 


Monpay, NOVEMBER 17. 

A notable day for us, as being that on which the Major has returned. 
He looks execedingly spry—a bit lop-sided about the dial withal, but who 
minds trifles like that? In common decency we cannot chronicle the grief 
of the entire Nursing Staff of The Middlesex Hospital that he has got better: 
such heartrending partings are too tragic for mere words. However we're 
dam’ glad to see him back. 
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TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 18. 

Besides Toc H there are few unbeaten sides in London, but ors turned 
up to-night at the Sports Club Dance. Considerable stir had been caused 
by Pat's purchase of 16 tickets, and he turned up ut Westminster Palace 
Rooms with his famous XV. It is also stated that three reserves turned 
up later, and were duly mulcted before being admitted—‘“‘ It’s the Woman 
who pays.” The complete harem looked in very good form, and came out 
of purdah for the evening. We particularly liked the look of the fast half- 
back (these modern evening dresses!) and all the outsides were good! ! 


WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 19. 

The repairs to the Chapel have now commenced and in consequence 
our morning celebration was held in the Shi room. We were happy to have 
Tubby with us to officiate. The Guest-night in the evening was an open 
night, and Tony Heuth started the ball rolling, with a cogent little talk on 
the significance of the Ceremony of Light. A distinctly good discussion 
followed, which was execedingly well summarised by Stanley Clapham. 
A bloke by the name of ‘‘ Stewey,’’ who appropriately hailed from a place 
called Curry-Curry told us about Toe H in Australia, and this was followed 
by the dragooning of many shrinking people into disclosing how first they 
were induced to join Toc H. A good evening through which Effe dithered 
happily in the Chair. 


THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 20. 


We came into the Lounge this evening (having just returned from some 
committee meeting or other), to find the place in a perfect ferment of 
excitement. People were scattered all over the place, poring over sheets of 
cardboard, with other little pieces of cardboard on them. ‘The silence was 
continuously broken by such cryptic remarks as ‘' I’ll poop off two shots 
into D 5.” “ Submarine moves two North-South ’’ and so on. We await 
the spread of this disease with no little trepidation. 


FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 21. 


We have always been a pretty solid crowd of trenchermen, but there 
seems to be a White Hope—hitherto unknown—of considerable merit in 
our midst. Jonah sat for a solid twenty minutes at breakfast this morning, 
during which a considerable quantity of bread and butter and marmalade 
vanished for ever, from sight. And this after a man’s ration of porridge 
and bacon. A highly creditable performance: we shall watch the young 
man’s future with great interest. Naval warfare was carried on with great 
vigour in the Lounge most of the evening. 


SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 22. 


The First XV did the usual this afternoon. 16 points were added to the 
tally, and to John’s disgust King’s College actually had the effrontery to 
score three against us. His disgust was further increased when, while 
travelling at high velocity, he found his pants neatly and effectively re- 
moved from his person. His sprint for the line finished in the Pavilion, 
which was unfortunately behind the dead ball line, so that a try did not 
occur. The A and B XV’s also won, so that there was an air of smug 
satisfaction about the place to-night. It is ‘credibly reported that 18 
battleships, 31 destroyers and 19 submarines went to their doom during the 
course of the evening, Bertie, Bowen, Jonah and Norman Cuff are beginning 
to display more than normal acumen as Naval strategists. 


Sunpay, NOVEMBER 23. 

The powers that be managed to get down to breakfast in fairly good 
time this morning so the Nine-fifteen regulation was put into force again 
with disastrous consequences for the Edinburgh Room, who, with the 
exception of Hudson, failed to put in an appearance and were subsequently 
to be seen entering the House with the air of those who have perforce 
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broken their fast with Joe (Lyons not Webster). It will not be Herbert's 
fault if the world does not sing the praises of the jolly tars of Mark 1 in 
the years to come. We foresee a great career for Admiral Wilson, who 
immediately after breakfast this morning started by ‘' pooping off ’’ three 
shots into Commander Davy Jones’ locker and bending a couple of battle- 
ships pretty badly. The gallant Commander responded nobly, and the 
battle continued till midnight. Admirals Attride, Webster and Campion 
entering the fray and laying on with 2 vengeance. In comparison with the 
Battle of the Green Howards Club Room the Battle of Jutland was made 
to look like a collision in the Round Pond. Later in the day, to add to 
the Major’s horror, Herbert introduced another game of Naval warfare 
and was promptly excommunicated from the worship of the God of the 
Green Baize for all time. 


Monpay, NOVEMBER 24. 

Tony. went to see ‘‘ Bitter Sweet '’ for the fifth time this evening, 
He has at last decided that it is a good show, so he may go and sce it 
some time in the near future. The Chapel has been in the hands of the 
builders for a day or two and looks like a model of Pompeii after Vesuvius 
had registered a few direet hits. 


WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 26. 

Tom Garaway celebrated for us this morning, for the last time before 
he leaves London for a place known as ‘‘ Up North,’’ Where this may be 
we know not, but we hope to see him here on those occasions when he 
sees fit to visit the Metropolis. We had the pleasure of having David 
Wallace to speak to us this evening; he gave us a really first class talk 
on the Morality of the present day, and in spite of his opening words to 
the effect that the discussion was to be of a non-religious nature a first 
class Holy War was nearly started during question time. ‘Appy and 
David Kennedy were prominent among the onte-speech agitators, as also 
was Grandad who put up a very strong pro-polygamy argument, which in 
view of the second June Dance to be held to-morrow night, we regard with 
deepest concern. 


Tnurspay, NOVEMBER 27. 

Second June danced to-night and Mark I also danced: ye gods they 
did, the Pied Piper was not in it, a mere organ grinder by comparison in 
fact. It appears that the entire House, with the exception of ourselves 
who were unavoidably detained on urgent private business, went to St. Mary 
Abbott’s Hall to pay homage to Terpsichore (and others). However we 
have obtained a certain amount of second-hand information which com- 
pensates to a certain degree for a lack of first hand copy. The Pilot we 
are told swung a very pretty hoof, and the Warden set a very high standard 
of performance, ably backed up by Beresford, Bertie and Morton (the 
latter as secretarial representative) who were in a class by themselves, and 
as such are best omitted from these chronicles, but the tragedy of the 
evening was the fall of the angels (sic.) in the persons of Corfield and Jones, 
and for this shameless and utterly unprincipled pair we hang our head; 
and blush that the wickedness (spiritual, cte.) of those in high places should 
have led to such wandering from the way (straight and narrow) hy two so 
young. This tragedy is hardly copy for the chaste pages of this narrative, 
rather is it meet for the more sensational Sunday Journals frorn whose cars 
we are trying to keep it and as such we will refrain from publishing the 
“ ‘orrid details ’’; let it suffice to say that Corfield made much use of a note 
hook—apparently the very cynosure of the nssembled hostellers—and ean no 
longer call his soul his own; Jones, on the other hand pales visibly every time 
he sees a policeman or a postman, and his evening is best left unrecorded. 
Indeed to goodness it iss look you! ! 
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SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 29. 

The First XV had their customary victory thia afternoon at the expense 
of the Old Paulines ‘‘ A,” whom they beat 8—3, this small margin may 
be attributed (by Mark I), to the fact that both the Owner and the Bloke 
(our nautical terms are inspired by the recent visit of Trystan Edwards) were 
absent from the team. ‘The former said something vague about Typhoid 
and shot off to Oxford—any excuse. Pat, on the other hand donned 
Austin Reed’s late extra and left the country to have a smack at the con- 
tinental Sunday at Boo Logne on the Con Tee Nong (so he says). We were 
not aware that they ran week-end trips up the Yang Tse but the sayings 
of a Bulldog ore sacrosanct (Anglais—No Hawkers, beware of the dog). 


SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 30. 

Pat seems to have had a pretty fair stab at the Continental Sunday 
to-day and arrived home this evening in an extremely reticent frame of 
mind. This is a bad sign, especially as he says he wasn’t si...... , we mean 
he says he had two good crossings. Comment is obviously unnecessary. 
The Spiritual balance of the Sabbath was restored to a certain degree by 
Harry Tait and Morton, who, in their official capacities of course, attended 
Mass at Brompton Oratory; we may add that we are sorry to see the Sec- 
retariat going over to Rome, and look forward with considerable apprehension 
to the sight of Harry in a red cassock followed by Morton in a lace surplice 
swinging a spot of incense. 


Monpbay, DECEMBER 1. 

Joe and Grandad left for Chatham to-day, for a week, so we com- 
miserate heartily with the Navy if Grandad persists in having his cold 
bath. Joe, of course, is well known in Chatham and is reported to have 
several lady friends in the neighbourhood. Gay dogs these Accountants; 
they seem to live up to the good old Naval tradition of ‘‘ a wife in every 
port,’’ but we doubt whether the Navv can teach Joe anything. The 
youngest chee--ild of Mark I (The Paddington Grope, not Dick Corfield) 
suffered its first reverse this evening, after this manner. We are assured 
on the best authority that the Grope in question has been keeping the 
most appalling hours, worse even than Bertie or Morton, so to-night a 
body of the stronger men put them to bed forcibly, protesting that they 
“ w-w-w-w-wanted t-to w-w-work and w-w-w-w-weren’t going t-to b-b-bed.”’ 
Nevertheless they went and that right early. These modern children are 
getting a bit above themselves. There is some dirty work afoot in the 
House and in our capacity of the ‘‘ writer up of virtue and the enstigator 
of vice ’’ we make haste to expose the serpent in our midst. It would 
seem that Chicago is not without its influence on Mark I and to-day a 
nasty green looking communication arrived for Roy Ronald Buxton bearing 
the conspicuous title of the ‘‘ Crime Club ” so if Bertie offers to ‘‘ take 
you for a ride,” beware! and if anyone gets ‘“‘ bumped off ° in the neigh- 
bourhood there will probably be a cordon of police round the House before 
the screams of the victim have ceased echoing round P. Bridge G. This 
evening at supper the Warden made a few fitting remarks in view of John 
Mallet’s departure on the morrow, but it is difficult to say how greatly we 
shall miss him and no words of ours can express our feelings and those of 
the louse better than the Warden. 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 3. 

A gloom was cast over the House by the departure of John to-day; 
besides being the oldest inhabitant he was the last of the original storming 
party of the House, and we shall all miss him more than we can say, as 
also will the Rugger Club. Nevertheless we wish him good luck and a 
speedy return to London if not to Mark I. 
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Fripay, DECEMBER 5. 

The first day of the Birthday Festival, and this evening Mark I rallied 
round with some 4000 other members to St. Paul’s, after which, on our 
return, the Major and Mrs. Pope brewed a pretty cup of tea for the troops 
which was appreciated more than a little. 


SATURDAY, DECEMBER 6. 

The London Birthday Festivities were satisfactorily concluded at the 
Albert Hall this evening, a good show, which our contemporaries have 
written up in such a pleasing manner as to obviate a description from our- 
selves. Good work! Cuff gave us a nasty jar this evening in the Albert 
Hall, when one of the more observant Hostellers pointed out a curious 
looking affair round Cuff’s ankles. It was feared at first that some of his 
more intimate underwear was obeying the law of gravity (66 and 67 Carolus 
2. Cap. XIV, ie., ‘‘ Whatever goes up is bound to come down ’’), our 
fears however were proved groundless and the objects in question turned 
out to be a pair of the nattier spats. Comment is unnecessary! For some 
reason best known to himself Crook attended the Albert Hall clad in a 
pretty hot looking get-up; described by a bystander as ‘‘ one of the better 
point-to-point coatings,’’ Gamp and Gloves. The day is also remarkable 
for the return of Grandpa and Joe from Chatham; Joe looking longer, 
leaner and more lugubrious than ever. The First XV beat up the Hong 
Kong and Shanghai Bank to the tune of 16—0, this is what we like to hear. 


Sunpay, DECEMBER 7. 

In view of our Birthday Celebrations breakfast was postponed to 9,80 
this morning, in spite of which some of us ran the limit pretty close. Apart 
from this and the fact that Effie played Bridge here instead of taking the 
treatment at home there appears to be ‘‘no copy ’’ for our pages. We 
make haste to welcome Bunny Stebbing back among us for a few weeks 
after many moons absence. We are right glad to see him again and if a 
few more of the old firm follow his example the place will soon be like 
the good old times once more. 


Mownpay, DECEMBER 8. 

There are several items to record which should properly have been 
done ere this. The first is the appointment of Tony Heath as Jobmaster, 
vice Castle, hove out. It was decided, that since Effie was totally incapable 
of looking after himself, the job were best done by someone else. So he 
was divested, willy nilly of the robes of office, and Tony Heath was accoutred 
therewith It would not be right however, to let the occasion pass without 
saying sincerely that Effie’s loyal service is appreciated and valued. The 
second news bulletin contains the news that Bunny Stebbing has come 
home to roost for a month; he and Fuzzled Freddie now have such lovely 
chats over the current ‘‘ Autocar.” The Warden behaved beautifully most 
of the day, but at 10 pip emma the iron resolution broke, and he effloresced 
into the dear old familiar boiled shirt, and vanished for the time being from 
the sight of man—that is Mark I man. A sort of stealthy movement at 
about 5 a.m. heralded in :— 


TUESDAY, DECEMBER 9. 


—this was the Warden coming home: it is a well known saying that 
the darkest hour comes before the dawn. After such doings he rather shied 
off breakfast, but managed in good time, for the Varsity Match in the after- 
noon. There he was accompanied by the Major and the Mouse and in view 
of Tony’s delicate state of health a nurse from the Middlesex ’Orspita: was 
also added to the cortege. Bill was seen to be cireumnavigating the domestic 
quarters at an early hour this morning, and a subsequent shortage of 
mustard (shortage! Ye Gods! There was no mustard) manifested itself. 
The inquisitive, having put two and two together, eventually ran Bill to 
earth—or water—lying in a thick yellowish fluid in the second bathroom. 
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He was enquiring rather plaintively, whether the Baron de Beef’s adver- 
tisements were not a trifle drastic. So if the mustard tastes a bit queer 
at breakfast you'll know the reason why. 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 10. 

What with Twickenham and inoculation yestr’een, poor old Tony was 
again unable to arise for breakfast. (He does have a hard time poor, poor, 
fellow). However we are happy to relate that he was well enough to get 
up in the evening: having done so he nobly struggled into some rags and 
loitered forth with set jaw to some place or places unknown. One Gearing 
Thomas caused considerable consternation at our Guest-night this evening 
by speaking on Crime and Criminals and the punishment meted out by a 
benevolent Government. Dick Corfield blenched visibly, and Jonah’s eyes 
would have popped out of his head, only an owlet’s eyes are very fixed 
in. You can get about 7 years for breach my Richard: and you Jonah 
might as well start a little preliminary work on oakum, in anticipation of 
the ‘orrid fate which awaits a bigamist. Tubby turned up with a party 
of blokes from Sandhurst whom we were very glad to see. From one or 
we remarks which he let drop, Tubby seemed to think the show was quite 
Good.” 


THURSDAY, DECEMBER 11. 

There was a pleasantly matey atmosphere this evening, with one crowd 
of savants in the Lounge listening to (probably) the Stein Song, and some 
of the world’s workers occupying themselves in the office. What at first 
sight appeared to be an ostensible owlet operated the typewriter. On close 
investigation this proved to be Jonah, who has heroically shouldered the 
Herculean task of typing arrears of Diary. (This is not to be compared 
to the task of cleaning the Augean Stables please!). In another corner 
of the room the Warden was busily engaged in editing proofs, also of arrears 
of Diary—he was in mufti. 


Monpbay, DECEMBER 15. 

Our fellow conspirator in the task of writing these pages, to boot, the 
Mouse, failed to turn up to-day, and a message from Herne revealed the 
fact that he had been stricken down by some fell disease. We await the 
result with some anxiety, as should the malady prove fatal, we shall be 
saddled with the job ourselves. 


Tuespay, DECEMBER 16. 

Reassuring news from Herne, reveals that the Mouse is on the high 
road to recovery. It is believed that he must have got hold of some poisoned 
cheese, the results of which are now wearing off. For some time past, 
Woreester may have been observed assiduously toiling upon a muti-coloured, 
contraption, which closer enquiry revealed ns a rug. It was thought at 
first that he was preparing this masterpiece for the forthcoming Exhibition 
of Persian Art, but a more sinister design became apparent to-day. He 
intends to raffle it, and it will be a strong man who avoids the purchase 
of a ticket. And heaven help the man who wins it! 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 17. 

Tubby celebrated for us in the Shi room this morning, and Effie made 
his first Communion with us. We were truly privileged by his presence on 
such an oceasion. Captain Norman Palmer stoutly upheld the principles 
of State Control of the Drink Trade at our Guest-night this evening. He 
needed al! his undoubted courage and logic to carry through: and although 
we try to think fairly there were ominous mutterings from the back of the 
‘All, where there were massed together the old sweats, who go purple 
when Local Option is mentioned, and whose rule of life is ‘“ Hands off the 
People’s Beer.”’ 
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THURSDAY, DECEMBER 18. 

A labour squad was in operation this evening, in preparation for our 
party to-morrow. They toiled solidly all the evening, anq under their 
cunning hands the place slowly assumed a really festive air. Long streamers 
hung from the walls, and the chimney was cleared the better to allow the 
entry of Father Christmas. 


Fripay, DECEMBER 19. 


The only objection from our point of view, to the Christmas party, is 
that we have to write the Diary after it. There is so much to say, that the 
job of discriminating becomes invidious. There are weird and wonderful 
costumes of such surpassing splendour that it becomes almost impossible 
to describe them all. However lets to it. Irom the moment the dinner 
bell went, the show was a success and the dinner was matchless. Mrs. 
Pope, who looked perfectly charming (we don't know who she represented, 
but it was cither Phebe or Prudence) had surpassed herself in the culinary 
line. The Major, who glowered upon the company from behind a butcher’s 
apron, gave the impression that he had personally wrung every turkey’s 
neck, and was still fit for more. The pudding glowed as blue as ever, and 
when Six Gun Cooper (The Terror of Regent Strect) rose to give us *‘ The 
King ” there were few people who could sit up straight with real comfort. 
Was it an augury, that when we honoured the other toast—‘* The Ladies ’’— 
that the lights went out. Bertie, for one, despite his Dominican (was it) 
habit, would have been perfectly happy to have preserved the status quo. 
However he spent most of the evening in the Shi Room, where he pur- 
sued a course of instruction, as Harry put it, not provided for in the syllabus 
of the Institute of Bankers. The evening’s entertainment had been arranged, 
and was ably carried through by Von Tirpitz Broad and the Senorita Broad, 
they must bear the blame for it. It started with that fiendish business of 
picking up oranges with egg spoons. Tubby introduced a mild variation, 
by treading upon the oranges, thus converting them from the rigid to the 
non-rigid type of dirigible. We have his authority for it that that is what 
the Original Pickwick would have done. Fuzzled Freddie however found 
no difficulty in transporting the resultant pulp, and was an easy winner. 
As usual we had to submit to complete immersion in lather at the hands 
of our Guests. They were provided with shaving soap, brushes and water, 
and let loose upon us. We would impress upon them, however, (in case 
it happens next year) that it is not customary to shave:— (a) The eardrums; 
(b) The eyeballs; (e) The nostrils; (d) The adenoids; (e) The small of the 
back; probably however, as with all sound advice this will be disregarded. 
The Orient was well represented by Pat, Herbert and Tony Heath, who were 
mandarins or nabobs us the mood took them. We don’t know if they 
went round in a selective capacity, but between ’em the mistletoc got nearly 
red-hot. An assorted troupe of clowns and troubadours was made up of the 
Mouse, Dick, Bowen, Cuff, Free, Phillips and Nobby: most of these had 
achieved a nondescript appearance truly worthy of the occasion. Effie, 
Skinner and Brian had apparently raided the bathroom for their attire: 
towelling seemed to be the chief garment, and the failure of several vital 
safety pins might at any moment have precipitated disaster. Paul Gardner’s 
distinguishing feature was a fearsome beard, and it is rumoured that he 
slunk early to bed and left someone else to see his partner home. A craven, 
my brothers, verily a craven! Crook gave a creditable impression of the 
daughter of a gentleman whom we know as “ Hi Hi Kafoozelum—though 
it might be Kaphoozelougham—we’re not sure of the spelling. Morton 
appeared as Helen of Troy, and after looking at him we felt that we could 
give an affirmative reply to the question ‘' Was this the face that sunk 
(sic.) a thousand ships.” Jonah was an Arab (all the best bedouins now 
go in for horn rimmed specs.). Bill was a most convincing pedant, but 
we could have wished that he’d taken the opportunity of exercising his rod 
on the many exposed parts of the Babbler’s anatomy. Berry achieved 
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fame by appearing to be coming when he was, in fact, going (roars of mirth: 
fun without futility: roll up!): and Hudson might have been a super 
waiter or a ‘tec in mess kit. Mallard, Worecster, and Wrigley were, as 
they say, also present, and might have been almost anything—and all added 
to the gaiety of nations. The company was completed by our Guests and 
nine gallons of beer, whom we were most heartily glad to see, and we hope 
they'll all come again. 


SATURDAY, DECEMBER 20. 

Spent in clearing up the mess from last night: someone tried to see 
what would happen to one of the gas-filled balloons if you put it in the fire. 
The experiment was quite successful, and it is reported that the sound 
approximates closely to the sound of the last Trump. The First XV felt 
that they had lost ground last week, so they proceeded to pile up 53 pointa 
to 3 against the O.M.T.’s extra A. 


Sunpay, DECEMBER 21. 

The House was represented at St. Pauls to-day, for the ordination as 
Priest, of Stanley Clapham. Bungho seems hardly appropriate to the 
occasion, but Stanley will know what we mean and how glad we are. The 
dust fairly flew in the office this afternoon, when Tony Heath supervised 
the packing of sacks, for our wee effort to give some of our neighbours in 
North Kensington a happy Christmas. The work was considerably retarded, 
however, by the fact that the packing squad would play with the toys. 
However they deserved a treat for being so good. 


Monpay, DECEMBER 22. 

Eyes were gladdened to-day by the sight of John Mallet, who has come 
from Newcastle for a few days relaxation. He proceeded at once, accom- 
panied by a younger brother and two Diarists, to the West End, there to 
make whoopee. On their return the party were joined by the Warden and 
the Deputy, and strange noises proceeded from below stairs. It is rumoured 
that John took a nocturnal ride in a hand cart: in the morning also the 
Warden’s bags bore traces of singeing, but of these, as of other phenomena 
we take no official cognisance. The troops spent a philanthropic evening 
distributing Christmas presents to some of our neighbours in North Kensing- 
ton. A good effort, which we believe was appreciated. 


TUESDAY, DECEMBER 23. 

The troops, following a now ancient custom, paraded at the Chepstow, 
where wassail was made. The march back was a bit ragged, for which the 
Major should receive a reprimand from the Higher Command. Some of 
this Gunner’s drill is a bit complicated apparently. The piano was moved 
into the Lounge and we all proceeded to make the night hideous after the 
best Christmas tradition. Apparently we have several star performers. 
Bowen, we find, besides possessing a healthy appetite, is an entertainer 
of no mean order. His invocation of a tubercular ‘‘ Bonnie "’ to ‘“ come 
back to me *' was a gem of its sort. Dick, looking like a woolly Christopher 
Robin, was allowed to stay up late, and we had a most agreeable evening. 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 24. 

The news came through to-day, that Leslie Wood, just lately a Mark I 
Hosteller, has passed on. We who knew him with his cheery and courageous 
spirit are saddened that we shall see him no more. He is the second of 
our Family's Elder Brethren. ‘‘ With Proud Thanksgiving, we will remem- 
ber Them.”’ 


Monpay, DECEMBER 29. 
It is with no small sigh that we again seize the stylus, take up the 


tablet and sit ourselves down to write of the misdoings of the inmates of 
this Hostel for Christian Youth, and it is with great relief that we are 


133 


permitted to draw a veil over the events of the past four days. The sight 
of the troops returning this evening in varying stages of decay and dissi- 
pation spoke for itself. '' Every picture tells a story ’’—even if its not 
a, talkie. 


TUESDAY, DECEMBER 30. 

1.30 a.m. The arrival of Dicko and Dick Corfield who had apparently 
enjoyed yesterday evening. They were both unable to open the front door 
in, the normal manner but they hit upon a novel idea of ‘phoning the House 
from the end of the road and beating the door when the Major emerged 
from his lair to answer the instrument. Good idea Dick! The day is 
also memorable as being the one on which the typist overtook the pen- 
pusher, in other words Jones has typed these pages up to-date, a truly 
remarkable feat which deserves no little praise. Good work, look you! 


WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 81. 

New Year’s Eve, styled vaguely on the Guest-night Card as ‘' Branch 
Binge ° in the absence of a better title for an open night. So in order 
to get the right atmosphere a baker’s dozen of the troops hied themselves 
to the New Victoria Cinema, where we understand they saw a good show, 
but one which we venture to suggest was hardly one to exhibit to Master 
Corfield. In our opinion dialogue freely sprinkled with the incarnadined 
epithet is hardly fit for the children; possibly a pantomime. ... . but who 
are we to lay down the law..... after all; the modern child. And let us 
leave 1930, with that. 
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Monpay, JULY 4. 


The storming party consisting of Olli, John, Geoffrey Carmichael and 
Ossie moved into the new House. Commander and Mrs. Bourgat had taken 
possession during the previous week and except for the Quiet Room and The 
Three Brothers Room, where we slept, all was chaos. The whole of the 
furniture of the old House was stacked in what are now the office and the 
Chapel, and the storming party assisted by gangs from Mark VII and the 
Brothers House struggled with the problem of getting the House straight. 
In these early days, very frequently what Mark VII’s gang had taken to the 
top floor one night was brought down again by the Brothers House gang the 
next night. Through this first week it was the same story each night, but 
by Saturday we were beginning to look straight. 


SATURDAY, JULY 9. 


Our first visitors arrived in the person of the Bishop of Lebombo, Central 
Africa, and some native students from Edinburgh and Glasgow Universities. 
What they thought they had come to I don’t know; but we just had the lino 
down in the present dining room in time for supper and “‘ To Pessimists Way 
Out ”’ adorned the hall. Well it might! While I was laying the lino in the 
best ““ Drage ” style, and incidentally getting a pair of perfectly good 
“ housemaid’s knees ’’ in the process, Olli and Cartwheel (Carmichael) were 
transporting crockery from Bermondsey and duly arrived in ‘‘ plain vans ” 
in time for supper. 


Tnurspay, Juy 14. 


Ladies’ Guest-night at Mark VII. Olli distinguished himself by giving all 
hostellers there ‘‘ apple-pie ’’ beds and removing springs from many beds. 
We left at 8.30 to work in the new House. 


Monpay, Juty 18. 

Branch Executive Meeting in the newly equipped office. The previous 
one had been held before the furniture had arrived, with this desperately 
serious body sitting around the office on newspapers and painters’ ladders. 


SUNDAY, JULY 24. 


To-day Mark I played Mark VII at cricket. The latter House were in 
camp at Barnet, and it was a great afternoon. We managed to raise a side, 
although only the ‘‘ storming party ’’ were in residence at the time, by dint 
of roping in the House Boy, one of our South African Friends, and, of outside 
members, Tommy Clinch, George Kingston, and Smyth-Pigott. Mark VII 
lent us Jennings—an old Mark I man. The scores as far as I can remember 
were: Mark VII, 101 out; Mark I, Ist innings 32; 2nd innings 180 for 4 
declared—of this Jennings made 48 and Dietrich (South Africa) 30, whilst 
the Warden in his best agricultural style contributed 25 odd. Mark VII, 
set to get 60 odd in three-quarters of an hour, knocked off the runs with 9 
wickets down, making a most exciting finish. I might mention that we set 
the fashion, which has prevailed ever since, on this occasion of having a 
rough house *’ on the train on the way down to Barnet. 


‘s 


Monpay, JULY 25. 

Olli records that he was terribly stiff, and could hardly move after his 
frantic efforts to uproot Mark VII’s stumps the previous day. The following 
week seems to have been somewhat uneventful ; but on the Friday I departed 
for the August Bank Holiday week-end to the wilds of Cumberland, John 
went to camp at Barnet, and Olli went to his “ Valhalla.”’ 


O 


